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EDITORIAL  NOTE, 


It  is  with  peculiar  feelings  of  gratitude  to  God  for  the  great  success  that  has 
attended  previous  issues  of  this  work,  that  this  larger  and  more  complete  Edition 
is  sent  forth.  Since  the  first  issue,  now  some  twenty-seven  years  ago,  five  Editions 
have  been  called  for,  each  larger  than  its  predecessor,  and  an  aggregate  sale  attained 
of  some  Millions  of  copies.  The  work,  too,  in  its  various  forms  has  found  its  way 
all  over  the  world,  and  is  used  in  almost  every  place  where  the  English  tongue  is 
spoken.  Such  results  were  never  anticipated  for  it,  when  it  came  forth  in  a 
most  impretending  form,  and  call  for  devout  thanks  to  Him  who  has  been  pleased 
to  bless  it. 

The  present  Work  contains  many  new  pieces,  and  several  of  the  H^Tims  have 
been  written  expressly  for  this  Edition,  as  also  several  of  the  Tunes. 

Every  eflfbrt  has  been  made  to  avoid  entrenching  on  copyrights,  and  permission 
has  been  asked,  in  aU  cases  where  the  ownership  could  be  found,  for  the  use  of 
their  compositions.  Our  best  thanks  are  due  for  the  kind  and  ready  manner  in 
which  this  has  been  granted  in  every  case  ;  and  should  it  be  that,  from  any  cause, 
a  tune  or  hjmin  has  got  in  without  this  leave,  we  must  crave  the  kind  indulgence 
of  the  authors. 

The  work  of  Editorship  has  been  divided  between  Mr.  Inglis  and  myself,  and 
we  have  spared  no  labour  or  thought  in  order  to  gather  together  whatever  we 
believed  would  add  value  or  interest  to  the  book.  Probably  by  there  ha-\-ing  been 
two  Editors,  of  different  tastes,  the  work  will  be  found  to  meet  a  larger  range  of 
thought  and  feeling,  and  become  more  generally  useful,  than  if  draAvn  up  and 
finished  by  one  hand. 

To  us  it  has  been  a  great  joy  to  contribute  through  so  many  years  to  the  musical 
edification  and  enjoyment  of  our  young  people.  Our  songs  have  cheered  many  a 
young  Christian  on  his  heavenward  way  ;  soothed  many  a  troubled  heart ;  and, 
in  some  instances,  have  been  the  last  song  sung  on  earth  to  comfort  and  animate 
in  the  d}dng  hour.  ^lay  we  not  hope  that  this  New  Work  may  do  the  same,  and 
so  prepare  young  hearts  below  for  songs  above.  There,  we  earnestly  pray,  that 
we,  and  all  Avho  use  this  little  book,  may  join  in  one  grand  song  of  pure  and 
everlasting  praise. 

We  beg  still  to  subscribe  ourselves  the  Children's  loving  friends  and  faithful 
servants  for  Jesus'  sake. 

C.  H.  BATEMAN,  London. 
March,  1872.  ROBERT  IXGLIS,  EddsBURGH. 


With  one  or  two  exceptions,  this  work  has  been  entirely  harmonized  by 
Dr.  Henry  T.  Leslie,  of  Bristol. 


A  beautiful  land  by  faith  I  see 
Abide  with  me,  fast  falls  the  eventide 
All  for  you     .... 
All  glory,  praise,  and  honour 
Around  the  throne  of  God  in  heaven 
Art  thou  weary,  art  thou  languid 
A  Saviour  ever  near 
Ashamed  to  be  a  Christian     . 
Awake,  ray  soul,  in  joyful  lays 
Beautiful  Zion,  built  above     . 
Behold  one  standing  at  the  door 
Beyond  life's  raging  fever 
Blessed,  blessed  be  Jehovah  (Doxol.)  192 
Blessed  Jesus,  ere  we  part  (Doxol.) 
Bound  upon  th'  accursed  tree 
Brightly  gleams  our  banner    . 
By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill     . 
Canaan  ..... 

Child  of  sin  and  sorrow  . 
Childhood's  j'-ears  are  passing  o'er  us 
Children  of  Jerusalem  . 
Children,  think  on  Jesus'  love 
•Christians,  awake,  salute  the  happy 
Cling  to  the  mighty  one 
Clouds  and  darkness  round  about  . 
Come,  children,  join  to  sing  . 
Come,  co]ne  to  Jesus,  He  waits 
Come  let  us  all  unite  to  sing  . 
Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare  . 
Come  thou  Almighty  King  . 
-,  Come  to  Jesus  just  now 
Come,  ye  children,  praise  the  Saviour 
Creator,  Preserver,  Redeemer 
Daily,  daily  sing  to  Jesus 
Dear  Saviour,  ever  at  my  side 
Dismissions  .  9,  197,  198,  199,  200 
Doxologies  .  192,  193,  194,  195,  196 
Echo  (send  the)  .  .  . 
Even  me  ...  . 
Far  away  beyond  the  shadows 
Father,  let  thy  benediction  . 
For  ever  with  the  Lord  . 
For  thy  mercy  and  thy  grace 
From  Egypt's  bondage  come  . 
From  Greenland's  icy  mountains 
Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  mild 
Glory  to  God  on  high  . 
God  is  love  .... 
God  of  love,  before  thee  now . 
God  will  never  leave  thee 
Go  sound  the  trump  on  India's  shore 
Had  I  the  wings  of  a  dove  I  would 
Hail  !  bright  star  of  Judah  . 
Hallelujah,  hearthe  praises  (Doxol.)  196 
Hark  I  hark,  my  soul,  angelic  songa     51 
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NO.  1.  ALL  GLORY  PRAISE  AND  HONOUR. 


All    glo  -  ry    praise    and    hon  -  our 
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deem  -  er.      King ! 
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To  whom  the 
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1.  All  glory,  i^raise,  and  honour 
To  thee,  Redeemer,  King  ! 

To  whom  the  lips  of  children 
Made  sweet  hosannas  ring. 

Thou  art  the  king  of  Israel, 
Thou  David's  royal  son, 

Who  in  the  Lord's  nam.e  comest, 
The  king  and  blessed  one.  All, 

2.  The  company  of  angels 

Are  praising  thee  on  high, 
And  mortal  men,  and  all  things 
Created  make  reply. 


etc. 


The  children  of  Jenisalem 
"With  i^alms  before  thee  went, 

Our  praise  and  prayer  and  anthems 
Before  thee  we  present.  All,  dx. 

3.  To  thee  before  thy  passion 

They  sang  their  hjTnns  of  praise, 
To  thee  now  high  exalted 

Our  melody  we  raise. 
Thou  didst  accept  their  praises ; 

Accept  the  prayers  we  bring, 
"Who  in  all  good  dehghtest. 

Thou  good  and  gracious  King.Allfdsc. 
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land    of   rest,  from 
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home  of  the  ransomed,  brlght,and  fair.  And 
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too  are  there. 
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1.  A  beautiful  land  by  faith  I  see, 
A  land  of  rest,  from  sorrow  free. 

The  home  of  the  ransomed,  bright,  and  fair. 
And  beautiful  angels  too,  are  there. 

AVill  you  go  ?  Will  you  go  ? 

Go  to  that  beautiful  land  ? 

2.  That  beautiful  land,  the  city  of  light. 
It  ne'er  has  known  the  shades  of  night; 
The  glory  of  God,  the  light  of  day 
Hath  di'iven  the  darkness  far  away. 

Will,  A:c. 

3.  In  \'ision  I  see  its  streets  of  gold, 
Its  beautiful  gates  I  too  behold. 
The  river  of  life,  the  crystal  sea, 
The  ambrosial  fruit  of  life's  fair  tree. 

Will,  tL'C.    . 

4.  The  heavenly  throng  arrayed  in  white, 
In  rapture  range  the  i)lains  of  light ; 
And  in  one  harmonious  choir  they  praise 
Their  glorious  Saviour's  matchless  grace. 

Will,  dr. 
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1.  Abide  with  me ;  fast  falls  tlie  eventide ; 

The  darkness  deepens;  Lord,  with  me  abide; 
TVhen  other  helpers  fail,  and  comforts  flee, 
Help  of  the  helpless,  oh  abide  with  me. 

2.  Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little  day ; 
Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass  away  ; 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see  ; 

0  Thou  who  changest  not,  abide  with  me. 

3.  Abide  with  me  when  night  has  passed  away  ; 
Ci\ve  Thou  thy  presence  tlirough  the  opening  day; 
■V\''ithout  thy  help,  though  clouds  and  darkness 'flee, 

1  can  do  nothing;  Lord,  abide  ^\•ith  me. 

4.  I  need  tliy  presence  every  passing  hour; 

"What  but  thy  gx-ace  can  foil  tlie  tempter's  power? 
A\'ho  like  thyself  my  guide  and  stay  can  be? 
Through  cloud  and  sunshine.  Lord,  abide  ^vith  me. 

5.  If  dark  temptations  gather  round  my  way. 
Be  thou  my  guide,  let  not  my  footsteps  stray 
From  off  the  path  marked  out  in  love  by  thee : 
Jesus,  my  all  in  all,  abide  ^\'ith  me. 

6.  Hold  Thou  thy  cross  before  my  closing  eyes; 
Shine  through  the  gloom,  and  point  me  to  the  skies 
Heaven's  morning  breaks,  and  earth's  vuiu  shadows  flee  ; 
Li  life,  in  death,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me. 


4.  AROUND  THE  THRONE. 
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1.  Around  the  throne  of  God  in  heav'n, 

Ten  thousand  children  stand, 
AVhose  sins  are  all  through  Christ  forgiv'n, 
A  holy,  happy  band. 

Singing  glory,  glory,  gloiy. 

2.  "What  brought  them  to  that  world  above. 

That  heav'n  so  bright  and  fair, 
"Where  all  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  love? — 
How  came  these  children  there  ? 

Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 

3.  Because  the  Saviour  shed  his  blood 

To  wash  away  their  sin ; 
Bathed  in  that  pure  and  precious  flood, 
Behold  them  white  and  clean. 

Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 

4.  On  earth  they  sought  the  Saviour's  grace, 

On  earth  they  lov'd  his  name ; 
And  now  they  see  his  blessed  face, 
And  stand  before  the  Lamb. 

Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 


NO.  5.  AWAKE  MY  SOUL. 
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1.  Awake,  my  soul,  in  joyful  lays, 

To  sing  thy  great  Redeemer's  praise; 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  tliee  ; 
His  loving-kindness,  O  how  free ! 

2.  He  saw  me  ruined  by  the  fall, 
Yet  loved  me  notwithstanding  all ; 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate, 
His  loving-kindness,  O  how  great ! 


3.  Often  I  feel  my  sinful  heart 
Prone  from  my  Saviour  to  dc-  v  t ' 
But  though  I  have  him  oft  fc'r  oj. 
His  loving-kindness  chauges  no':. 

4.  Soon  shall  I  pass  the  gloomy  va-'?  ■ 
Soon  aU  my  mortal  powers  wv.<  ' 
O  may  my  last  expiring  breat;i. 
His  loving-kindness  sing  in  dea-ua. 


5.  Then  let  me  mount  and  soar  away 
To  the  bright  world  of  endless  day; 
And  sing,  -ndth  rapture  and  surprise, 
His  loving-kindness  in  the  skies. 


NO.  6.  ART  THOU  WEARY. 
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1.  Art  thou  weary,  art  thou  languid. 

Art  thou  sore  distrest  ? 
"Come  to  me,"  saith  One,  "and  cominc 
Be  at  re.st ! " 

2.  Hath  he  marks  to  lead  me  to  him, 

If  he  be  my  guide? 
"In  his  feet  and  hands  are  wound-prints. 
And  his  side." 

3.  Hath  he  diadem  as  monarch 

That  his  brow  adorns  ? 
"Yea,  a  crown,  in  very  surety. 

But  of  thorns." 


4.  If  I  find  him,  if  I  foUow, 

What  reward  is  here? 
' '  Many  a  labour,  many  a  soitow. 
Many  a  tear." 

5.  If  T  still  hold  closely  to  him, 

WTiat  hath  he  at  last? 
"  Sorrow  vanquished,  labour  ended, 
Jordan  past." 

6.  If  I  ask  liim  to  receive  me, 

WUl  he  say  me  nay? 
"Xot  till  earth,  and  not  till  heaven 
Pass  away." 


NO.  7.  BEHOLD  ONE  STANDING  AT  THE  DOOR. 
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1.  Behold  One  standing  at  the  door, 
And  hear  him  pleading  evermore, 
"With  gentle  voice,  O  heart  of  sin, 

To  enter  in  I 
'Tis  Jesus  standing  at  the  door, 
O  hear  him  pleading  evermore. 
Come,  weary  heart,  oppressed  -^-ith  sin, 
Say,  "Enter  in  !  Lord,  enter  in !" 

2.  He  bore  the  cruel  thonas  for  thee. 
Has  waited  long  and  patiently. 

Say,  weary  heart,  oppressed  with  sin, 
Say,  "Enter  in!" 
'Tis  Jesus  standing  at  the  door,  ctr. 

3.  He  should  not  plead  with  thee  in  vain. 
For  thee  he  bore  the  cross  and  pain, 
He  died  to  ransom  thee  from  sin. 

Oh,  let  him  in  I 
'Tis  Jesus  standing  at  the  door,  dec. 

4.  He  brings  thee  joy  from  heaven  above. 
He  brings  thee  pardon,  peace,  and  love, 
Say,  weary  heart,  oppressed  with  sin, 

"Now,  enter  in!" 
"Tis  Jesus  standing  at  the  door,  ike. 


NO.  8.  BEYOND  LIFE'S  RAGING  FEVER. 
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1.  Beyond  life's  raging  fever. 

Beyond  life's  troubled  dream, 
Bt-yond  death's  surging  river. 
Beyond  that  sullen  stream, 

The  saint.s  .shall  dwell  in  glory. 

In  beauty  fading  not ; 
0  pilgrim,  art  thou  pressing 
To  this  thy  glorious  lot? 

2.  Beyond  this  laud  of  sighing. 

Where  countless  tears  are  shed  ; 


Beyond  the  sick  and  d}i.ng, 
Beyond  the  raould'ring  dead.— T/ic,  £0. 

i.  Beyond  this  scene  of  trial, 

"VNTiere  heart  and  flesh  do  fail ; 
Beyond  the  darkening  shadows. 
Beyond  the  gloomy  \ ale.— The,  dec. 

\.  Beyond  earth's  weary  burden. 
The  cross,  the  scourge,  the  rod. 
The  saints  shall  dwell  "in  glory — 
The  saints  shall  dwell  with  God.— r;i€,  &c. 
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Bless -ed       Je  -  sus,      Sa-viour   blest!  Breathe  thy    peace  through    ev     -     'ry  breast. 
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1.  Blessed  Jesus,  ere  we  part, 
Speak  thy  blessing  to  each  heart. 
Blessed  Jesus,  Sa^-iour  blest! 
Breathe  thy  peace  through  every  breast. 

2.  "Wlien  this  night  our  eyelids  close, 
Let  us  in  thine  arms  repose. 
Blessed  Jesus,  Son  of  God. 
"Wash  us  in  thy  precious  blood. 


3.  Blessed  Jesus,  Saviour  dear! 
Through  the  darkness  be  thou  near. 
Blessed  Jesus,  light  divine ! 

Let  thy  presence  roiind  us  shine  ; 

4.  By  our  couch  thy  station  keep, 
Guard  from  evil  while  we  sleep. 
Blessed  Jesus,  Saviour  bright ! 
Guide  us  safe  to  realms  of  light. 


NO.  10.  BY  COOL  SILOAM'S  SHADY  RILL. 
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1.  By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill, 

How  sweet  the  lily  grows  ! 
How  sweet  the  breath  beneath  the  hill 
Of  Sharon's  dewy  rose  ! 

2.  And  such  the  child  whose  early  feet 

The  path  of  peace  hath  trod  ; 
"Whose  secret  heart,  with  influence  sweet 
Is  upwards  drawn  to  God. 


3.  By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 

The  Hly  must  decay, 
The  rose  that  blooms  beneath  the  hill 
Must  shortly  fade  away. 

4.  O  thou  who  givest  life  and  breath, 

"We  seek  thy  grace  alone, 
In  childhood,  manhood,  age,  and  death, 
To  keep  us  still  tbine  own. 


NO.  11.  BEAUTIFUL  ZION. 
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1.  Beautiful  Zion,  built  above  ; 
Beautiful  city,  that  I  love  ; 
Beautiful  gates,  of  pearly  white  ; 
Beautiful  temple,  God  its  light  ;— 
He  who  was  slain  on  Calvary 
Opens  those  pearly  gates  to  me  I 

2.  Beautiful  heav'n,  where  all  is  light ; 
Beautiful  angels,  clothed  in  white  ; 
Beautiful  harps  through  all  the  choir ; 
Beautiful  strains,  that  never  tire  ; — 
There  shall  I  join  tlie  chorus  aweet, 
AVorshipping  at  the  Saviour's  feet ! 


3.  Beautiful  crowns  on  every  brow  ; 
Beautiful  palms  the  conquerors  show  ; 
Beautiful  robes  the  ransom'd  wear ; 
Beautiful  all  who  enter  there  ; — 
Thither  I  press  witli  eager  feet ; 
There  shall  uiy  rest  be  long  and  sweet. 

4.  Beautiful  throne  of  Christ  our  King ; 
Beautiful  songs  the  angels  sing  ; 
Beautiful  rest,  all  wanderings  cease; 
Beautiful  home  of  perfect  peace  ;— 
There  shall  my  eyes  my  Saviour  see,  — 
Haste  to  this  heavenly  home  with  me. 


NO.  12.  BOUND  UPON  THE  ACCURSED  TREE. 
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Bound  upon  th'  accursed  tree, 
Faint  and  bleeding,  who  is  h.e? 
See  his  eyes  so  pale  and  dim ; 
Streaming  blood  and  writhing  limb, 
See  the  flesh  with  scourges  torn ; 
See  the  cro^vn  of  t^v^sted  thorn ; 
See  the  drooping  death-dew'd  brow,- 
Son  of  Man,  'tis  Thou !  'tis  Thou ! 


Bound  upon  th'  accursed  tree, 
Sad  and  dying,  who  is  he? 
Hark !  his  prayer  for  them  that  slew, 
"  Lord,  they  know  not  what  they  do," 
Lo,  the  sun  at  noon  gi'own  pale ! 
Rent  in  twain  the  temple's  vail ! 
Trembling  nature  knows  thee  now, 
Son  of  Man,  'tis  Thou !  'tis  Thou ! 


Bound  upon  th'  accursed  tree, 
Dread  and  awful,  who  was  he? 
Though  his  lifeless  corpse  was  laid 
In  a  cold  sepulchral  bed, 
Soon  the  Sa\dour  from  the  grave 
Rose  a  conqueror,  strong  to  save; 
Bright  the  crown  that  decks  his  brow- 
Son  of  God,  'tis  Thou  !  'tis  Thou  ! 
B 


NO.  13.  BRIGHTLY  GLEAMS  OUR  BANNER. 
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1.  Brightly  gleams  our  banner 

Pointing  to  the  sky. 
Waving  wanderers  onward 

To  their  home  on  high. 
Journeying  o'er  the  desert. 

Gladly  thus  we  pray. 
And  with  hearts  united 

Take  our  heavenward  way. 

Brightly  gleams,  &c. 


2.  Jesus,  lord  and  master, 
At  thy  sacred  feet. 


Here  with  hearts  rejoicing 

See  thy  children  meet ; 
Often  have  we  left  thee. 

Often  gone  astray. 
Keep  us,  mighty  Sa\iour, 

In  the  narrow  way. 

Brightly  gleams,  dr. 
All  our  days  fUrect  us 

In  the  way  we  go. 
Lead  us  on  victorious 

Over  ever)-  foe ; 
lUd  thine  aniroLs  shield  us 

AATien  the  storm-clouds  lour, 


Pardon  thou  and  save  us 
In  the  last  dread  hour. 

Brightly  gleams,  £x. 
.  Then  with  saints  and  angels 

:May  we  join  above. 
Offering  prayers  and  praises 

At  thy  throne  of  love ; 
When  tiie  toil  is  over. 

Then  comes  rest  aud  peace, 
Jesus,  in  his  beauty. 
Songs  that  never  cease. 

Brightly  gleavis,  dkc. 


NO.  14.  INVITATION  TO  CHRIST. 
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1,  Cliild  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

FillM  with  dismay, 
"Wait  not  for  to-morrow ; 

Yield  thee  to-day. 

Heav'n  bids  thee  come 

"While  yet  there's  room, 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

Hear  and  obey. 

2.  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

"Why  wilt  thou  die? 

Wait  not  for  to-morrow ; 
Jesus  is  nigh, 
Grieve  not  that  love 
"\^Tiich  from  al)ove, 

Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 
Life  can  supply. 


Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

Where  wilt  thou  flee? 
Through  that  long  to-morro'TT', 

Eternity? 

Exiled  from  home, 

Darkly  to  roam- 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 

Where  wilt  thou  floe  ? 

Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 

Lift  up  thine  eye ; 
Joy  knows  no  to-morrow 

in  heaven  high. 

0,  sinner,  come 

AVTiile  yet  there's  room. 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 

To  Jesus  fly. 


NO.  15.  CLING  TO  THE  MIGHTY  ONE. 
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Cling  to  the  migTity  one, 

Cling  in  thy  grief  ; 
CUng  to  the  holy  one, 

He  gives  relief; 
Cling  to  the  gracious  one, 

CUng  in  thy  pain; 
Cling  to  the  faithful  one. 

He  will  sustain. 


2.  Cling  to  the  lo^-ing  one. 

Cling  in  thy  woe ; 
Cling  to  the  living  one 

Through  allhelow; 
Cling  to  the  pardoning  one, 

He  speaketh  peace ; 
Cling  to  tlie  healing  one, 

Anguish  shall  cease. 


3.  Cling  to  the  bleeding  one, 

Cling  to  his  side  ; 
Cling  to  the  risen  one, 

In  him  ahide ; 
Cling  to  tht'  coming  one, 

Hope  shall  arise; 
Cling  to  the  reigning  one, 

Joy  light  thine  eyes. 


NO.  16.  CHILDREN  OF  JERUSALEM. 
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Hark,  hark,  hark,  while    in-fant  voi-ces  sing.  Hark,  hark,  hark  while  in-fant    voi-ces  sing 


Children  of  Jerusalem 
Sang  the  praise  of  Jesus'  name; 
Children,  too,  of  modem  days, 
Join  to  sing  the  Sa\-iour's  praise. 

Hark!  v:hiU  infant  voices  sing 
Loud  hosannas  to  our  King. 

TVe  have  often  heard  and  read 
AMiat  the  royal  Psalmist  said, 
"  Babes'  and  sucklings'  artless  lays 
ShaU.  proclaim  the  Saviour's  praise." 
Hark,  'i-c. 


We  are  taught  to  love  the  Lord, 
"We  are  taught  to  read  his  "Word, 
"We  are  taught  the  "way  to  heaven, 
Praise  for  all  to  God  be  given ! 
Hark,  dr. 

Parents,  teachers,  old  and  young, 
All  unite,  to  swell  the  song; 
Higher  and  yet  higher  rise, 
Till  hosannas  reach  the  skies. 
Hark,  <L-c. 
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NO.  17.  CHILDREN  THINK  ON  JESUS'  LOVE. 
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1.  Children,  think  on  Jesus'  love — All  for  you  ! 
How  he  came  from  Heaven  above— All  for  you  ! 
He  whom  angels  did  adore  ; 

Full  of  wisdom,  grace,  and  power  ; 
How  he  all  your  sorroAvs  bore. 

Childxen,  'twas  for  you  !  yes,  for  you,  all  for  you  ! 

2.  Think  how  he  contrived  the  plan — All  for  you  ! 
Ami  to  save,  became  a  man — All  for  you  ! 
Left  his  glorious  throne  on  high  ; 

Came  to  suffer,  bleed,  and  die. 

You  to  raise  above  the  sky.— CJiildrcn,  dc. 

3.  See  he  hangs  upon  the  tree — All  for  you  ! 
Crowned  with  thorns  in  agony — All  for  you  ! 
Yes,  for  you  all  this  he  bore, 

And  for  thousands,  thousands  more, 

All  to  save  from  hell's  dark  door. — Children,  dec. 


NO.  18.  CHRISTIANS  AWAKE. 
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1.  Christians,  awake,  salute  the  happy  morn, 
Whereon  the  Sa\iour  of  mankind  was  born  ; 
Rise  to  adore  the  my.sterj'  of  love. 

Which  hosts  of  angels  chanted  from  above  ; 
With  them  the  joyful  tidings  first  begim. 
Of  God  incarnate  and  the  virgin's  son. 

2.  Oh  I  may  we  keep  and  ponder  in  our  mind 
God's  wondrous  love  in  sariug  lost  mankind  ; 
Trace  we  the  babe,  who  hath  retrieved  our  loss. 


From  the  poor  manger  to  the  bitter  cross ; 
Tread  in  his  steps,  assisted  by  his  grace,        • 
Till  man's  first  heavenly  state  again  takes  place. 

.  Then  may  we  hope,  the  angelic  ho-sts  among. 
To  join,  redeemed,  a  glad  triumphant  thi-ong: 
He  that  was  born  upon  this  joyful  day 
Around  us  all  his  glory  shall  display ; 
Saved  by  his  love,  incessant  we  shall  sing 
Eternal  "praise  to  heaven's  almighty  king. 


NO.  19.  CHILDHOOD'S  YEARS. 
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1.  Childhood's  years  are  passing  o'er  us, 

Youthful  days  will  soon  be  done ; 
Cares  and  sorrows  lie  before  us, 
Hidden  dangers,  snares  unknown. 

2.  Oh,  may  he  who,  meek  and  lowly, 

Trod  himself  this  vale  of  woe. 
Make  us  his,  and  make  us  holy, 
Guard  and  gmde  us  while  we  go. 

3.  Hark !  it  is  the  Saviour  calling, 

"Little  cliildren,  follow  me !" 
Jesus :  keep  our  feet  from  falling  ; 
Teach  us  all  to  follow  thee. 

4.  Soon  we  part— it  may  be  never. 

Never  here  to  meet  again ; 
Oh  to  meet  in  heaven  for  ever ! 
Oh  the  crown  of  life  to  gain ! 


20.  COME,  CHILDREN  JOIN 


21.  JESUS,  WE  LOVE  TO  MEET. 
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Be-fore  his  throne  re-joice;       Praise  is    his     gra-cious  choice,  Hal-le-lu-j ah !        A  -  men! 
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20.  FIEST  HYMN. 

1.  Come,  childi-en,  join  to  sing, 

Hallelujah !  Amen  I 
Loud  praise  to  Christ  our  King, 

Hallelujah !  Amen ! 
Let  all  with  heart  and  voice, 
Before  his  throne  rejoice; 
Praise  is  his  gracious  choice, 

Hallelujah!  Amen! 

2.  Come  lift  your  hearts  on  high,-S'a^.  <tc. 
Let  praises  fill  the  sky, — Hal.,  cCr. 
He  is  our  guide  and  friend ; 

To  us  he'll  condescend; 

His  love  shall  never  end,— ^a/.,  d;c. 

3.  Praise  yet  the  Lord  again, — Hal.,  etc. 
Life  shall  not  end  the  strain, — Hal.  etc. 
On  heaven's  blissful  shore 

His  goodness  we'll  adore  ; 
Singing  for  evermore, — Hal.,  d'C. 


21.  SECOND  HYMN. 

1.  Jesus,  we  love  to  meet, 

On  this  thy  holy  day. 
We  worship  round  thy  seat, 

On  this  thy  holy  day. 
Thou  tender,  heavenly  friend, 
To  thee  our  i^rayers  ascend ; 
O'er  our  young  spiiits  bend. 

On  this  thy  holy  day. 

2.  "We  dare  not  trifle  now, — 0)i  this,  <£t. 
In  silent  awe  we  bow,— 0??  this,  iLc. 
Check  every  wandering  thought, 
And  let  us  all  be  taught 

To  serve  Thee  as  we  ought,— Oh,  cCr. 

3.  "We  listen  to  thy  word, — On  this,  <ic. 
Bless  all  that  we  have  heard,— 0?i,  dc. 
Go  with  us  when  we  part, 

And  to  each  youthful  heart 

Thy  saving  grace  impart, — On,  etc. 
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NO.  22.  COME,  THOU  ALMIGHTY  KING 


Come  thou  Al  -  might  -  y  King,  Help  us  thy     name      to    sing,    Help  us  to   praise 
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Fa-ther  all  -  glo-ri-ous.  O'er  all  vie  -  to  -  ri-ous,Come  and  reign    o-ver  us,  Ancient  of      Days. 


1.  Come,  thou  Almighty  King, 
Help  us  thy  name  to  sing, 

Help  us  to  praise ! 
Father  aU-glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious, 
Come  and  reign  over  us, 

Ancient  of  Days. 


2.  Come,  holy  Comforter, 
Thy  sacred  ■witness  bear 

In  this  glad  hour  ! 
Thou,  who  almighty  art, 
Xow  rule  in  ev'ry  heart, 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart, 

Spirit  of  power. 


NO.  23.  COME,  YE  CHILDREN. 
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NO.  22>— Continued. 


He    de  -  serves  your  s^eet-est      prais  -  ei 


:ez3c 


gs 


i 


2=^ 


.^ 


G~G- 


Let  them  reach  his  throne    a    -    bove. 

I    ^    J  11  J.     ^ 


#-r^# 


H^iHi 


III         I        ( 

Bless-ed       Je  -  sus  1   Hal-le    -    lu   -  jah 

1        I  I.I  'I 


Bless-ed        Je  -  sus  !  kind  and 


m 


free! 


1    ^ 

1,1, 

: 1 ^ _ 

-m^^ 

.-^—-^    — 

i ^ 

-^-^-U^--%-^-~ 

m  .  # 

U^-«  V-iA 

o 

Bless-ed      Jes  -us !  thou'rt  our     Sa  -  viour, 

!       ^       i       ill 
Praise  be  -  lougs     a  -  lone  to        thee ! 

■     1    ^  A^ll     . 

— #-i-#- 

_c-! — c^ — w  '  w  . 

m      A 

c^  *   m                                ^^ 

— i — 

— '. ^— ' 

'          -          '        .  . 

1.  Come,  ye  children,  praise  tlie  Saviour, 
Sing  his  boundless  power  and  love, 

He  deserves  your  sweetest  praises, 
Let  them  reach  his  throne  above. 
Blessed  Jesus  I  Hallelujah  ! 
Blessed  Jesus  I  kind  and  free  ! 
Blessed  Jesus  I  thou'rt  our  Saviour! 
Praise  belongs  alone  to  thee ! 

2.  Angels  praise  him  there  in  heaven. 
Joining  saints  to  bless  his  name, 

All  its  courts  resound  with  anthems, 
Setting  forth  his  matchless  fame  !• 
Blessed,  d-c. 

3.  Of  his  love  they  tell  the  story 
How  he  left  their  home  on  high — 

How  he  gave  up  heaven's  bright  glory, 
And  to  earth  came  down  to  die. 
Blessed,  d-c. 


Teachers  alone. 
4,  Children,  would  you  join  their  chorus, 

"Singing  sweetly  "  as  they  shine, 
Bearing  harps  of  golden  lustre, 

Sti-ung  and  tuned  to  strains  divine  ! 
Bring  then  more  than  "Hallelujahs," 
Bring  your  hearts,  bis  right  and  due. 
Say, ' '  Lord  take  our  youtMiil  spirits, 
Seal,  and  make  them  to  thee  true  !" 


Cldldren  alone. 
5.  "Blessed  Saviour,  take  our  spirits, 

Gladly  at  thy  call  we  come, 
Make  us  heirs  of  grace  and  glory, 

Raise  us  to  thy  heavenly  home  I" 
All. -Then  we'll  sing  sweet  Hallelujahs 
For  thy  love  so  kind  and  free, 
And  with  angel  hosts  before  thee 
Spend  a  long  eternity ! 


NO.  24.  COME,  LET  US  ALL  UNITE. 
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And       sing  with  us,  for       Je    -   sus'    sake,        God  is 


love. 


God  is  love ! 


1.  Come,  let  us  all  unite  to  sing,— God  is  love 
Let  heaven  and  earth  their  praises  bring,  God,dc. 
Let  every  soul  from  sin  awake. 

Each  in  his  heart  sweet  music  make. 

And  sing  with  us  for  Jesus'  sake,— God  is,  &c. 

2.  How  happy  is  our  portion  here  \—God  is,  £c. 
His  promises  our  spirits  cheer ; — God  is,  £c. 
He  is  our  sun  and  shield  by  day. 

Our  help,  our  hope,  our  strength  and  stay : 
He  will  be  with  us  all  the  way : — God  is,  £g. 


What  though  my  heart  &  flesh  should  fail !  God  dc. 
Through  Christ  I  shall  o'er  death  prevail,-GocZ,  d'c. 
Though  Jordan  swell  I  need  not  fear, 
My  Sa-viour  will  be  with  me  there. 
My  head  above  the  waves  to  bear,— God  is,  £c. 

4.  In  Zion  we  shaU  sing  again,— God  is,  £c. 

Yes,  this  shall  be  our  highest  strain,— God  is,  £c. 

Whilst  endless  ages  roU  along, 

In  concert  with  the  heavenly  throng, 

This  shall  be  stiU  our  sweetest  song.— God  is,  £c. 


NO.  25.  CREATOR,  PRESERVER,  REDEEMER  OF  MEN. 
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1.  Creator,  Preserver,  Redeemer  of  men, 

Divine  Intercessor  above, 
O  when  shall  the  song  of  thy  praises  begin, 
Or  how  shall  I  speak  of  thy  love  ? 
Heaven  is  telling, 
And  earth  is  revealing, 
AVhat  wonders  thy  mercy  can  prove. 

2.  And  do  I  not  love  thee,  O  Saviour  divine, 

The  chief  of  ten  thousands  to  me? 
Yes.  infinite  beauty  and  glory  are  thine, 
A\'hose  brightness  no  mortal  can  see. 
Angels  shaU  bless  thee. 
And  men  shall  confess  thee ; 
All  worlds  shall  acknowledge  thy  sway. 

3.  Thine,  thine  is  the  kingdom,  the  wisdom,  and  power, 

The  glory  and  honour  supreme ; 
For  ever  and  ever  my  soul  would  adore 
The  unspeakable  worth  of  thy  name ! 

For  ever  and  ever, 

O  glorious  Saviour, 
I'll  dwell  on  the  rapturous  theme. 


NO.  26.  CLOUDS  AND  DARKNESS. 
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1.  Clouds  and  darkness  round  about  thee, 
For  a  season  veil  thy  face  ; 
Still  I  trust  and  cannot  doubt  thee, 
.Jesus  full  of  truth  and  grace  ; 
Resting  on  thy  word  I  stand, 
None  shall  pluck  me  from  thy  hand. 


2.0  !  rebuke  me  not  in  anger  ; 
Suffer  not  my  faith  to  fail ; 
Let  not  pain,  temptation,  languor, 
O'er  my  struggling  heart  prevail ; 
Holding  fast  thj"  word  I  stand, 
None  shall  j^luck  me  from  thy  hand. 


NO.  27.  COME,  COME  TO  JESUS. 
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1.  Come,  come  to  Jesus ! 
He  waits  to  welcome  thee 

O  wand'rer !  eagerly ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus ! 

2.  Come,  come  to  Jesus ! 
He  waits  to  ransom  thee 

O  slave !  eternally; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  I 


3.  Come,  come  to  Jesus! 
He  waits  to  lighten  thee 

O  bvirdened  !  graciously ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  I 

4.  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  give  to  thee, 

O  blind  !  a  vision  free  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 


5,  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  shelter  thee 

O  weary  !  blessedly  ; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 

6.  Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 
He  waits  to  carry  thee, 

O  lamb  I  so  lovingly, 
Come,  come  to  Jesus  ! 


NO.  28.  COME  TO  JESUS. 
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The  Teacher  to  read  aloud  the  text  of  Scripture  before  singing  each  verse. 


1.  ''Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that 
labour  and  are  heavy  laden,  and 
I  will  give  you  rest."  ^Matt. 
ii.  28. 

1.  Come  to  Jesus,  come  to  JesTis, 
Come  to  Jesus  just  now ;— <tc. 

2.  "  Greater  love  hath  no  man 
than  this,  that  a  man  should  lay 
down  his  life  for  hi^  friends." 
Jn.  IV.  13. 

J  Je«u3  loves  you,  Jesus  loves  you, 
Jesus  loves  you  just  now ; — *c. 


3.  "This  is  a  faithful  saying, 
worthy  of  all  acceptation,  that 
Christ  Je.?U3  came  into  the 
world  to  .save  sinners."  1  Tim. 
i.  15. 

3,  He  will  save  you,  he  will  save  you. 

He  will  save  you  just  now ; — ic. 

4.  "  He  is  able  also  to  save  them 
to  the  uttermost  that  come  imto 
God  by  him."  Heb.  viii.  25. 

4.  He  is  able,  he  is  able, 

He  is  able  just  now  ;— 4c. 


5.  "  Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  and  thou  shalt  be  saved." 
Acts  xxi.  31. 

5.  O  believe  hini,  0  believe  him, 
O  believe  him  just  now  ;— *c. 

6.  "  Show  forth  the  praises  of 
him  who  hath  called  you  out  of 
darkness  into  his  niarvellous 
light."  1  Pet.  ii.  9. 

6.  Hallelujah,  H.-illelujah, 
Hallelujaij,  Ameii. 
Amen,  Hallelujah, 
Hallelujah,  Ameu; 
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29.  DEAR  SAVIOUR,  EVER  AT  MY  SIDE. 
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Dear  Sa  -  viour,    e  -  ver    at      my        side.        How    lov-iug  thou  must     be. 
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see      not,  though  so  near ; 
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I         am        too    deaf    to     hear. 
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Dear  Saviour,  ever  at  my  side, 

How  loving  thou  must  be, 
To  leave  tliy  home  in  heaven  to  save 

A  little  child  like  me. 
Thy  beautiful  and  shining  face 

I  see  not,  though  so  near; 
The  sweetness  of  thy  soft  kind  voice, 

I  am  too  deaf  to  hear. 
.  I  cannot  feel  thee  touch  my  hand 

With  pressure  light  and  mild. 
To  check  me,  as  my  mother  did 

"When  I  was  but  a  child. 


But  I  have  felt  thee  in  my  thoughts 

Fighting  mth  sin  for  me ; 
And  when  my  heart  loves  God,  I  know 

The  sweetness  is  from  thee. 
3.  And  when,  dear  Saviour !  I  kneel  down 

Morning  and  night  to  prayer, 
Something  there  is  within  my  heart 

"Which  tells  meThou  art  there. 
Yes  !  when  I  pray,  thou  pray  est  too — 

Thy  prayer  is  all  for  me  ; 
And  when  I  sleep  thou  sleepest  not 

But  watchest  patiently. 
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DAILY  SING  TO  JESUS. 
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Yet    he     is     our         lov  -  ing  Sa  -  \iour,       Je  -  su-.  frieud    and       bro     -    ther    blest. 
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1.  Daily,  daily  sing  to  Jesus, 
Sing  my  soul  his  praises  due, 
All  lie  does  desen^es  our  praises, 
And  our  deep  devotion  too. 
Lost  in  wond'ring  contemplation 
Be  his  majesty  confessed, 

Yet  he  is  our  loving  Saviour, 
Jesus,  friend  and  brother  blest. 

2.  Sweetly,  sweetly,  sing  to  .Jesus, 
Tell  my  soul  his  matchless  love, 
Sound  aloud  in  songs  of  triumph. 
How  he  came  from  hea^^en  above, 


How  in  deep  humiliation, 

He  for  us  did  live  below, 

Dierl  on  Calvary's  cross  of  torture, 

Rose  to  save  our  souls  from  woe. 

Ever,  ever,  sing  to  .Jesns, 
Join  with  saints  his  name  to  bless. 
Till  the  ransomed  hosts  of  heaven, 
Eonnd  his  feet  Avnth  anthems  press. 
Sing  in  songs  of  praise  resounding. 
Sing  his  majesty  and  grace. 
Sing  till  heie  yoiir  sei-vice  ending 
You  in  heaven  shall  take  you)-  place 


NO.  31.  FROM  GREENLAND'S  ICY  MOUNTAINS. 


7 


#—#—•- 


y^^ 


4^«^^i 


,^ff^ 


I  From  Greenland's  i  -  cy     moun-taius.    From       In    -    dia'.^       co  -  ral    strand. 


uiii  ?•         tu  -  lai     suciuu. 


±-€-0~i 


Where  Af-ric's  sun-ny  fouu-taius  Roll  down    theii-   gold-eu    sand ;    From  many  an  an-cient 


zz: 


ri  -  ver.    From  manv  a    palm  -  y  plain. 


-(2" 


q?35EH 


They  call  us  to  de    -    li  -  ver,        They 

I  ,,11,  ,*-1 


S 


tfrfiii 


i^ 


rxrT  i   I    rr^  I  I  I 


Ml'       I 

call  U3  to  de  -  li  -  ver,  They  call  us  to  de  -  li 


ver.       Their  land  from  er-ror's  chain. 

i-J- 


ii^i^iiii 


1.  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand, 
AMiere  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Koll  down  their  golden  sand; 
From  many  r,n  ancient  nver, 

From  many  a  palmy  jdain, 
Tliey  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 


2.  A^liat  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle  ; 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile  ; 
In  vain  with  ^a^-ish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strewn ; 
The  heathen  in  his  blindness 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 


NO.  3\— Continued. 


3.  Can  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

"With  wisdom  from  ou  high, 
Can  we  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation  !  O  Salvation  ! 

The  joj-ful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 


"SVaft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story. 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glorj-. 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole  I 
Till  o"er  our  ransom'd  nature 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 


NO.  32.  FOR  THY  MERCY. 
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1.  For  thy  mercy  and  thy  grace, 

Faithful  through  another  year, 
Hear  our  song  of  thankfulness, 
Father  and  Eedeemer,  hear. 

2 .  In  our  weakness  and  distress. 

Rock  of  strength,  be  thou  our  stay 
In  the  pathless  Avilderness 
Be  our  true  and  living  way. 

3.  Who  of  us  death's  awful  road 

In  the  coming  year  shall  tread, 
With  Thy  rod  and  staff,  O  God. 
Comfort  Thou  liis  dying  bed. 


4.  Make  us  faithful,  keep  us  pure, 
Keep  us  evermore  thine  own ; 
Help,  O  help  us  to  endure ; 
Fit  us  for  the  promised  crown. 
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NO.  33.  FAR  AWAY  BEYOND  THE  SHADOWS. 
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Far  away  beyond  the  shadows, 

Far  away  beyond  the  grave, 
Heaven's  light  is  softly  shining, 

Over  Jordan's  chilly  wave. 
Then,  O  why  should  I  be  fearful 

As  I  stem  the  rolling  tide 
"When  .1  hear  the  angels  singing, 

And  have  Jesus  by  my  side. 

Leaning  on  his  arm  of  mercy, 
"With  the  blessed  angels  near, 

I  will  tread  the  imtli  to  Zion, 
And  will  never,  never  fear. 


I  shall  leave  the  ci'oss  behind  me, 
I  shall  lay  my  burden  down. 

And  take  up  the  heavenly  garments, 
And  the  bright  and  sliining  crown. 

3.  A^^lat  is  earthly  care  and  sorrow, 

"What  are  trials  here  below, 
To  the  perfect  joy  and  gloiy. 

Every  blood-bought  soul  shall  know, 
So  I'll  welcome  Jordan's  billows, 

"When  the  day  of  death  shall  come, 
For  I  know  beyond  the  shadows, 

Stands  my  fair  eternal  home. 
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Father,  let  tliy  benediction, 

Gently  falling  as  the  dew, 
And  thy  ever-gracious  presence, 

Bless  us  all  our  journey  thi'ough. 
May  we  ever 

Keep  the  end  of  life  in  view  ! 
Young  in  years,  we  need  the  wisdom 

'\Miich  can  only  come  from  thee  ; 
In  the  morn  of  our  existence 

Let  us  thy  salvation  see. 
Changed  in  spirit, 

Then  shall  we  thy  children  be. 
"\Mien  temptations  shall  assail  us, 

When  we  falter  by  the  way. 
Let  thine  arm  of  strength  defend  us, 

Sa^dour,  hear  us  when  we  pray. 
Thou  art  mighty, 

Be  thou  then  our  rock  and  stay. 
Praise  and  blessing,  power  and  glory, 

Will  we  render.  Lord,  to  thee  ; 
For  the  news  of  thy  salvation. 

Shall  extend  from  sea  to  sea. 
All  the  nations 

Joyfully  shall  worship  thee. 


NO.  35.  FOR  EVER  WITH  THE  LORD. 
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For    e  -  ver  with  the  Lord. 
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1.  For  ever  with  the  Lord, 

Amen,  so  let  it  be  ; 
Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word — 
'Tis  immortality. 

Here  in  the  body  pent, 

Absent  from  him  I  roam  ; 
Yet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 
A  day's  march  nearer  home, — 
>«earer  home,  nearer  home, 
A  day's  march  nearer  home. 

2.  My  Father's  house  on  high, 
Home  of  my  soul,  how  near, 

At  times,  to  Faith's  foreseeing  eye, 
Thy  golden  gates  appear  \—Eere  in,  d-c. 


3.  My  thirsty  spirit  faints 
To  reach  the  land  I  love. 

The  bright  inheritance  of  saints, 
Jerusalem  above.— iZe re  in,  dc. 

4.  For  ever  with  the  Lord  ! 
Father,  if  'tis  thy  will, 

The  promise  of  that  faithful  word, 
Ev'n  here  to  me  fulfil.— Here  in,  d-c. 

6.  So  when  my  latest  breath 
Shall  rend  the  veil  in  twain, 

By  death  I  shall  escape  from  death. 
And  life  eternal  gain. — Here  in,  dc. 


NO.  36.  FROM  EGYPT'S  BONDAGE  COME. 
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1.  From  Egypt's  bondage  come, 
'^^^lere  death  and  darkness  reign, 

"We  seek  a  new,  a  better  home, 
"Where  we  our  rest  shall  gain. 
Hallelujah  I  AVe  are  on  our  way  to  God. 

2.  There  sin  and  sorrow  cease, 
And,  ev'ry  conflict  o'er, 

We  there  shall  dwell  in  endless  peace, 
Nor  thirst,  nor  hunger  more.-Hal. ,  dx. 


3.  There,  in  celestial  strains, 
Enrai^tured  myriads  sing. 

And  love  in  ev'ry  bosom  reigns, 

For  God  himself  is  king. — Haf.,  dr. 

4.  "We  hope  to  join  the  throng. 
And  all  their  pleasures  share, 

And  sing  the  everlasting  song 

"With  aUthe  ransomed  there. -5'«A ,  d'C- 


NO.  37.  GOD  OF  LOVE. 


NO.  38.  GENTLE  JESUS. 
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37.  FIRST  HYMN. 

1.  God  of  love !  before  thee  now, 
Help  us  all  in  love  to  bow ; 
As  the  (lews  on  Hermon  fall, 
Let  thy  blessing  rest  on  all ! 

2.  Let  it  soften  ev'ry  breast, 
Hush  ungentle  thoughts  to  rest, 
Till  we  feel  ourselves  to  be 
Childi-eu  of  one  family ; 

3.  Far  across  the  ocean  wave, 
Brethren,  sisters  too,  we  have ; 
But  they  have  not  heard  of  thee, 
"Wilt  thou  not  their  Father  be  ? 

4.  Let  them  hear  the  Shepherd's  voice 
And  beneath  his  care  rejoice ; 
And  together  let  them  come 

To  the  fold  while  vet  there's  room. 


38.  SECOND  HYMN. 

1.  Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  mild, 
Look  upon  a  little  child ; 
Pity  rn.y  simplicity ; 
Suffer  me  to  come  to  thee. 


2.  Fain  I  would  to  thee  be  brought ; 
Gracious  God,  forbid  it  not : 
In  the  kingdom  of  thy  grace 
Give  a  little  child  a  jjlace. 


,      3.  Oh,  supply  my  ev'iy  want ! 
I  Feed  the  young  and  tender  plant ; 

j  Day  and  night  my  keeper  be ; 

Ev'rv  moment  watch  round  me. 


NO.  39.  GOD  WILL  NEVER  LEAVE  THEE. 
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1.  God  will  never  leave  thee, 

All  thy  wants  he  knows, 
Feels  the  pains  that  grieve  thee, 
Sees  thy  cares  and  woes. 

2.  "When  in  grief  we  languish, 

He  will  diy  the  tear, 
He  his  children's  anguish 
Soothes  with  succour  near. 

3.  All  our  Avoe  and  sadness 

In  this  world  below, 
Balance  not  the  gladness 
"We  in  heaven  shall  know. 

4.  Jesus,  Holy  Saviour ! 

In  the  realms  above 
Crown  us  with  thy  favour, 
Fill  us  -with  thy  love. 


NO.  40.  GO  SOUND  THE  TRUMP. 
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Go  somid  the  trump  ou       lu  -  dia's  shore.  And     bid  the  Hin-du  weep  no  more. 
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Hindu  weep  no  more !    Hindu  weep  no  more 


From    idols  vain,  &     Ganges'  wave  The  low-]y 
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Go  sound  the  trump  on  India's  shore, 
And  bid  the  Hindu  weep  no  more, — 

Hindu,  ^veep  no  moi^e! 
From  idols  vain,  and  Ganges'  wave, 
The  lowly  Saviour  comes  to  save. 

From  ti/rant's  jjoicer,  and  Sataii's  sxcaij, 

The  gospel  gives  the  victory. 

Go  sound  the  trump  on  Afric's' shore, 

And  bid  tlie  negro  weep  no  more!— Negro,  <L'C. 

From  cruel  chains,  and  bloody  grave, 

The  lowly  Saviour  comes  to  save.  — From,  d'C. 

Go  sound  the  trump  on  Judah's  shore. 

And  say  to  Israel,  v:eep  no  more! — Israel,  d'c. 

The  Lord  of  glory,  slain  by  you, 

Will  yet  restore  the  guilty  Jew.— i^;-om,  d'C. 

Go  sound  the  trump  on  every  shore, 

And  bid  poor  sinners  weep  no  more! — Sinners,  d'C. 

The  blood  that  flowed  from  Jesus'  veins 

AVill  ^vash  away  your  crimson  stains.— From,  dc. 


NO.  41.  GLORY  TO  GOD  ON  HIGH. 
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1.  Glory  to  God  on  high  ! 

Let  earth  and  heaven  rei)ly, 

Praise  ye  his  name. 
Angels,  his  name  adore 
"\Mio  all  our  sorrows  bore  ; 
Saints,  sing  for  evermore, 

"Worthy  the  Lamb  ! 

2.  Ye  who  surround  the  throne, 
Cheeifully  join  in  one. 

Praising  his  name  ; 
Ye  who  have  felt  his  blood 
Sealing  your  peace  with  God, 
Sound  through  the  earth  abroad, 

Worthy  the  Lamb  ! 


3.  Join  all  the  ransom'd  race. 
Our  God  and  Saviour  bless. 

Praise  ye  his  name  : 
In  him  we  Avill  rejoice, 
Making  a  cheerful  noise  ; 
Shouting,  with  heart  and  voice, 

"Worthy  the  Lamb  ! 

4.  Soon  must  we  change  our  place 
Yet  will  we  never  cease 

Praising  his  name. 
Still  will  we  tribute  bring  ; 
Hail  him  our  gracious  King  ; 
And  through  all  ages  sing, 

"Worthy  the  Lamb  ! 
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NO.  42.  HE  FEEDETH  HIS  FLOCK. 
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He    bends  with  an  eye     of    com  -  pas  -  sion,  "Uliat-e  -  ver     our   tri  -  als    may    be, 
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1.  "  He  feedeth  his  flock  like  a  shepherd;" 

The  weak,  by  hLs  mercy  are  strong ; 
He  comforts  the  hearts  in  aflSiction, 

Their  wailing,  he  changes  to  song  ; 
He  bends  with  an  eye  of  compassion, 

AMiatever  our  trials  maj'  be, 
And  says,  while  he  pities  the  mourner, 

"  My  grace  is  sufficient  for  thee. " 

2.  "He  feedeth  his  flock  like  a  shepherd. " 

And  succours  the  poor  and  oppressed  ; 
The  lambs,  in  his  arms,  he  will  gather. 
And  carry  them  safe  on  his  breast ; 


■^Vith  clouds  of  temptation  around  us, 

^Vhatever  the  conflict  may  be, 
He  whispers  to  each,  in  his  goodness, 

"  My  grace  is  sufficient  for  thee. " 
3.  ' '  He  feedeth  his  flock  like  a  shepherd, ' 

And  giveth  the  weary  repose ; 
He  leads  them  beside  the  still  waters, 

"Where  pleasure  eternally  flows ; 
His  banner  of  love  will  defend  us, 

AVhatever  the  danger  may  be, 
"We  know,  for  his  word  has  declared  it. 

"My  grace  is  sufficient  for  tliee.' 


NO.  43.  HAIL,  BRIGHT  STAR  OF  JUDAH. 
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1.  Hail,  bright  star  of  .Juclah, 

God's  OMni  Son  most  blest, 
Ever  sinless  Sa'V'iour, 

Gate  of  heavenly  rest ; 
See  thy  childi-en  waiting, 

Longing  for  thee  here, 
Come  breathe  peace  within  lis, 

Joy  and  holy  fear. 

2.  Break  each  captive's  fetters, 

Light  on  blindness  pour, 
Human  ills  expelling, 
Healing  every  soie ; 


Show  thyself  a  Saviour, 

Mighty  and  divine. 
Blessing  all  before  thee, 

Making  us  all  thine. 

Jesus !  all  excelling. 

Loving,  tender,  mild, 
Fix  in  us  thy  dwelling, 

Thou  the  undefiled. 
Keep  our  life  all  spotless. 

Make  our  way  secure, 
Till  we  find  in  heaven, 

Joys  for  evermor'^-^'*^*'  <^^- 
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Fade-less  the  flow'rs  in  yon     E  -  den  tliat  blow  Green  green  the  bow'rs  where  the  still  waters  flow ; 


1.  Had  I  the  wings  of  a  dove,  I  would  fly 

Far,  far  away,  far,  far  away. 
^\'here  not  a  cloud  ever  darkens  the  skj-, 

Far,  far  away,  far  away. 
r'adrlcss  the  flowers  in  yon  Eden  that  blow, 
' ;  rceii ,  green  the  bowers  where  the  .still  waters  flow ; 
iIoart.<,"like  their  garments,  are  pure  as  the  snow. 

Far,  far  away,  far  away. 

2.  There  never  trembles  a  sigh  of  regret.  For  dx. 
Stars  of  the  morning  in  glory  ne'er  set.-Z-'ar,  etc. 
There  I  for  ever  from  .sorrow  would  rest. 
Leaning  with  joy  on  Emmanuel's  bieast. 
Tears  never  flow  luthe  home  of  the  blest.  Forr  dc. 


3.  Friends  there  united  in  glory  ne'er  part,  Fardc. 

!  One  is  their  temple,  their  home,  and  their  heart, - 
The  river  of  crystal,  the  city  of  gold,  [Fai-,  dr. 
The  portals  of  pearl  .«uch  a  glory^mfold ; 

,  Eye  cannot  image  &  tongue  hath  not  told,-Fnr,  dv. 

4.  List  how  yon  harpers  on  golden  hari^s  play, 

!  "CV)me,  come  away,  come,  come  away  ; 

Falling  and  fraU  is  your  cottage  of  clay. 

Come,  come  away,  come  away. 
Come  to  these  man.sions,  there's  room  yet  for  yon. 
Dwell  witii  the  Friend  ever  faithfid  and  true, 
I  Sing  ye  the  song  never  old,  ever  new, 

Come,  come  away,  come  away. " 


NO.  45.  HARK!  THE  SABBATH  BELL. 
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Hark!  the  Sab-bath    bell        is  call-iug,  "Come,oh      come;"     Wea-ry  oucs,  wher- 
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Hark  I  the  Sabbath  bell  is  calling, 

"Come,  oh  come;" 
"Weary  ones,  where'er  you  wander, 

"Hither  come;" 
Louder  now,  with  deeper  feeling, 
On  the  heart  that  voice  is  stealinpr, 

"Come ! — nor  longer  roam."* 

Now  again  its  tones  are  pealing, 

"Come,  oh  come;" 
In  the  sacred  temple  kneeling, 

"Seek  thy  home." 
Come,  and  in  his  jiresence  bending. 
See  thy  Lord,  in  love  descending, 

Bids  thy  spirit  come. 

Still  the  pleading  voice  is  ringing, 

"Come,  oh  come;" 
Every  heart  pure  incense  bringing, 

"Hither  come." 
Father,  round  thy  footstool  bending 
May  our  souls,  to  thee  ascending, 

Find  in  thee  their  home. 


NO.  46.  HARK!  WHAT  CRY  ARRESTS  MY  EAR? 
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Rests  ou  you  our     tear-f  ul    eye  ;    Help  us,  Chri^-tiau.-;,  or  we    die 
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Die  in  dark  de  -  spair  ! 
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.  Hark  I  what  ciy  arrests  my  ear  ? 
Hark  I  what  accents  of  despair? 
'Tis  the  heathen's  dying  prayer, 

Friends  of  Jesus,  hear 
"  Men  of  God,  to  you  we  cry, 
Rests  on  you  our  tearful  eye  ; 
Help  us,  Chi-istians,  or  we  die! 
Die  in  dark  despair  I " 


2.  Hasten,  Chnstians,  haste  to  save, 
O'er  the  land  and  o'er  the  wave, 
Dangers,  death,  and  distance  brave  : 
Hark  !  for  help  they  call  I 
Afiic  bends  her  suppliant  knee- 
Asia  spreads  her  hands  to  thee  : 
Hark!  they  urge  the  heaven-born  plea, 
"  Jesus  -welcomes  All  I " 


3.  Haste,  then,  spread  the  Saviour's  name ; 
Snatch  the  firebrands  from  the  flame ; 
Deck  his  glorious  diadem 

"With  their  ransom'd  souls. 
See  I  the  pagan  altars  fall ! 
See  !  the  SaAdour  reigns  o'er  all ! 
Crown  him,  crown  lum  Lord  of  all ! 
Echoes  round  the  poles. 


THE  HERALD  ANGELS  SING. 


Hark!  the  her-ald      an-gels  sing 


Glo-iy    to  the  new-born  King  Peace  on  earth,  and 
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1.  Hark  !  the  herald  angels  sing 
Glory  to  the  new-born  king, 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild, 
God  and  sinners  reconciled. 
Joyful,  all  ye  nations,  rise. 
Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies  ; 
With  the  ana;eUc  host  proclaim 
Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem. 

Hark !  the  herald  angels  sing 
Glory  to  the  new-born  king. 

2.  Christ,  by  highest  heaven  adored, 
Christ,  the  everlasting  Lord, 
Late  in  time  behold  him  come, 
Offspring  of  the  virgin's  womb. 


Veiled  in  flesh  the  Godhead  see  ! 
Hail,  the  incarnate  Deity  ! 
Pleased  as  man  with  man  to  dwell, 
Jesus,  GUI  ImmanueL 

Ear^c,  &c. 

.3.  Hail,  the  heaven-born  Prince  of  Peace, 
Hail,  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  '. 
Lifrht  and  life  to  all  he  brings, 
Risen  with  healing  in  his  wings. 
Mild  he  lays  his  glory  by, 
Born  that  man  no  more  may  die, 
Bom  to  raise  the  sons  of  enrth, 
Born  to  give  them  second  birth. 

Rark,  do. 


J^O.  48.   HARK,  THE  VOICE  OF  JESUS  CALLING. 


Hark !  the  voice  of     Je  -  sus  call-ing.   Who  nill   go  and  work  to-day  ?  Fields  are  wjiite  & 
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1.  Hark !  the  voice  of  Jesus  calling, 

"WTio  will  go  and  work  to-day? 
Fields  are  white,  and  hai-vests  waiting, 

"SMio  will  bear  the  sheaves  away? 
Loud  and  long  the  Master  calleth, 

Rich  reward  he  offers  free ; 
ASTio  win  answer,  gladly  saying, 

"Here  am  I,  send  me,  send  me?" 

2.  If  you  cannot  cross  the  ocean. 

And  the  heathen  lands  explore, 
You  can  find  the  heathen  nearer, 

You  can  help  them  at  your  door. 
If  vou.  cannot  give  your  thousands, 

Yoii  can  give  the  wido^v's  mite, 
And  the  least  you  give  for  Jesus, 

'SVill  be  precious  in  his  sight. 


If  you  cannot  speak  like  angels. 

If  you  cannot  preach  like  Paul, 
You  can  tell  the  love  of  Jesus, 

You  can  say,  he  welcomes  all. 
If  you  cannot  rouse  the  mcked 

With  the  judgment's  dread  alarms. 
You  can  lead  the  little  children 

To  the  Saviour's  waiting  arms. 

Let  none  hear  you  idly  saying, 

"  There  is  nothing  I  can  do," 
While  the  souls  of  men  are  dying, 

And  the  jNIaster  calls  for  you. 
Take  the  task  he  gives  you  gladly, 

Let  his  work  your  pleasure  be ; 
Answer  quickly  when  he  calleth :  ^ 

"Here  am  I,  send  me,  send  me." 


NO.  49.  HARK!  HARK!  THE  NOTES  OF  JOY. 
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1.  Hark  !  haxk  !  the  notes  of  joy- 

Roll  o'er  the  heavenly  plains, 
And  seraphs  find  employ 

For  their  siiblimest  strains  : 
Some  new  delight  in  heaven  is  known, 

Loud  ring  the  harps  around  the  throne, — Loud,  <L'€. 

2.  Hark  !  hark  !  the  sounds  draw  nigh. 

The  joyful  hosts  descend; 
Jesus  forsakes  the  sky  ; 

To  earth  his  footsteps  bend  - 
He  comes  to  save  our  fallen  race, 

He  comes  with  messages  of  gi-ace, — He  comes,  d-c. 

3.  Bear,  bear  the  tidings  round, 

Let  every  creature  know 
What  love  in  God  is  found, 

"What  pity  he  can  show  ; 
Ye  winds  that  blow,  ye  waves  that  roll, 

Bear  the  glad  news  from  j^ole  to  pole, — Bear,  d-c. 

4.  Strike,  strike  the  harps  again. 

To  great  Immanuel's  name  ! 
Arise,  ye  sons  of  men, 

And  loud  his  grace  proclaim  ; 
Angels  and  men,  wake  everj'  string ; 

Tis  God  the  Saviour's  praise  we  sing, — 'Tis  God,  d-c. 


NO.  50.  HEAR  THY  CHILDREN. 
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1.  Hear  thy  children,  gentle  Jesus, 
"While  we  breathe  our  evening  prayer. 

Save  us  from  all  earthly  danger, 
Take  us  'neath  thy  sheltering  care. 

2.  Save  us  from  the  -niles  of  Satan; 
'Mid  the  lone  and  silent  night. 

Sweetly  may  bright  guardian  angels 
Keep  us  'neath  their  watchful  sight. 


3.  Gentle  Jesus,  look  in  pity 

From  thy  great  white  throne  above, 
All  the  night  thy  eyes  are  watchful, 
Never  close  thine  eyes  of  love. 

4.  Shades  of  evening  fast  are  falling, 
Day  is  fading  into  gloom, 

"When  the  shades  of  death  fall  round  us, 
Lead  us  to  our  heavenly  home. 


NO.  51.  HARK,  HARK  MY  SOUL. 
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Sing  -  ing      to      wel  -  come  the  pilgrims  of      the  night. 


1.  Hark  !  hark,  my  soul  :  angelic  songs  are  swelling 

O'er  earth's  green  fields,  and  ocean's  wave-beat  shore  ; 
How  sweet  the  truth  those  blessed  strains  are  telling 

Of  that  new  life  when  sin  shall  be  no  more. 
Angels  of  Jesus,  angels  of  light, 
Singing  to  welcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  night. 

2.  Onward  we  go,  for  still  we  hear  them  singing, 

"Come,  weary  souls,  for  .Jesus  bids  you  come  :  " 
And,  through  the  dark  its  echoes  sweetly  ringing, 
The  music  of  the  gospel  leads  us  home.— ^n^e?s,  &c. 

%.  Far,  far  away,  like  bells  at  evening  pealing, 
The  voice  of  .Jesus  sounds  o'er  land  and  sea, 
And  laden  souls  by  thousands  meekly  stealing, 
Kind  .Shepherd  turn  their  weary  steps  to  thee. — Angels,  <£e. 

4.  Rest  comes  at  length,  though  life  be  long  and  dreary, 

The  day  must  dawn,  and  darksome  night  be  passed ; 
Faith's  journey  ends  in  welcom.e  to  the  weary, 
And  heaven,  the  heart's  true  home,  will  come  at  last. — Angels,d:c. 

5.  Angels  sing  on  !  your  faithful  watches  keeping  ; 

Sing  us  sweet  fragments  of  the  songs  above  ; 
Till  morning's  joy  shall  end  the  night  of  weeping, 

And  life's  long  shadow.s  break  in  cloudless  love.— Angels,  dc. 
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NO.  52.  HE  LEADETH  ME. 
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1.  He  leadeth  me  !  0,  blessed  thought, 

O,  words  with  heav'nly  comfort  fraught, 

A\Tiate'er  I  do,  where'er  I  be. 

Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  leadeth  me ! 

He  leadeth  me  !  he  leadeth  me ! 

By  his  own  hand  he  leadeth  me  ; 

His  faithful  foU'wer  I  would  be, 

For  by  his  hand  he  leadeth  me. 

2.  Sometimes  'mid  scenes  of  deepest  gloom, 
Sometimes  where  Eden's  bowers  bloom. 


By  waters  still,  o'er  troubled  sea- 
Still  'tis  his  hand  that  leadeth  me  !  Kc, 


(Cc. 


3.  Lord,  I  would  place  my  hand  in  thine, 
Nor  ever  murmur  nor  repine — 
Content,  whatever  lot  I  see, 

Since  'tis  my  God  that  leadeth  me.— ETe,  &c. 

4.  And  when  my  task  on  earth  is  done, 
When,  by  thy  grace,  the  victory's  won, 
Ev'n  death's  cold  wave  I  will  not  flee, 
Since  God  through  Jordan  leadeth  me.  He&n 


NO.  53.  HERE  WE  SUFFER  GRIEF  AND  PAIN. 
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1.  Here  we  suffer  grief  and  pain  ; 
Here  we  meet  to  part  again ; 

In  heaven  we  part  no  more. 

Chorus — O,  that  will  be  joyful ! 
Joyful,  joyful,  joyful! 
O,  that  will  be  joyful! 
"When  we  meet  to  part  no  more. 

2.  All  who  love  the  Lord  below. 
"\^^len  they  die  to  heaven  will  go, 

And  sing  with  saints  above. — 0,  <frc. 

3.  Little  children  will  be  there, 

A\1io  have  sought  the  Lord  by  prayer, 
From  every  Sabbath  school.—  0,  <kc. 

4.  Oh !  how  happy  we  shall  be ! 
For  our  SaAdour  we  shall  see 

Exalted  on  his  throne. — O,  <Cr. 

5.  There  we  all  shall  sing  -ndth  jo}-, 
And  eternity  employ 

In  praising  Clirist  the  Lord.  —0,  d:r. 


NO.  54.  HOLY  FATHER. 
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1.  Holy  Father,  thou  hast  taught  me, 

1  should  live  to  thee  alone ; 
Year  by  year,  thy  hand  hath  brought  me 

On  through  dangers  oft  unknown. 
■\Vhen  I  wandered,  thou  hast  found  me  ; 

"When  I  doubted,  sent  me  light. 
Still  thine  arm  has  been  around  me. 

All  my  paths  were  in  thy  sight. 

2.  fn  the  world  will  foes  assail  me, 

Craftier,  stronger  far  than  I ; 
And  the  strife  may  never  fail  me, 
Well  I  know  before  I  die. 


I  Therefore,  Lord,  I  come,  believing 

1  Thou  canst  give  the  power  I  need  ; 

I  Through  the  prayer  of  faith  receiving 

I  .Strength — the  Spirit's  strength,  indeed. 

;  3.  I  would  trust  in  thy  protecting, 

AVholly  rest  upon  thine  arm 
Follow  wholly  thy  directing, 

Thou,  mine  only  guard  from  harm ! 
Keep  me  from  mine  own  undoing. 

Help  to  turn  to  thee  when  tried. 
Still  my  footsteps,  Father,  viewing, 

Keep  me  ever  at  thy  side. 


NO.  55.  HOLY  BIBLE,  BOOK  DIVINE. 
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1.  Holy  Bible,  book  di\ine, 
Precious  treasure,  thou  art  mine  ; 
INIine  to  teach  me  whence  I  came, 
IMine  to  tell  me  what  I  am. 

Holy  Bible,  book  divine, 
Precious  treasui-e,  thou  art  mine. 

2.  INIine  thou  art  to  guide  my  feet; 
Mine  to  judge,  condemn,  acquit; 
Mine  to  show  a  Saviour's  love ; 
!Mine  to  chide  me  when  I  rove. 

Holy  Bible,  dr. 

3.  Mine  to  tell  of  joys  to  come, 
And  the  rebel  sinner's  doom ; 
I\Iine  to  show,  by  living  faith, 
Man  can  triumph  over  death. 

Holy  Bible,  dr. 


NO.  56.  HOW  LOVING  IS  JESUS. 
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1.  How  loving  is  Jesus,  who  came  from  the  sky. 
In  tenderest  pity  for  sinners  to  die ! 

His  hands  and  his  feet,  they  were  nail'd  to  the  tree, 
And  all  this  he  siiffer'd  for  sinners  like  me ! 

2.  How  gladly  does  Jesus  free  pardon  impart 

To  all  who  receive  him  by  faith  in  their  heart ! 

No  evil  befalls  them,  their  home  is  above. 

And  Jesus  throws  round  them  the  arms  of  his  love. 

3.  How  precious  is  Jesus  to  all  who  believe ! 
And  out  of  his  fulness  what  grace  they  receive  ! 
When  weak  he  supports  them,  when  erring  he  guides, 
And  everything  needful  he  kindly  provides. 

4.  Oh  !  give  then  to  Jesus  your  earliest  days  : 
They  only  are  blessed  who  walk  in  his  ways  . 

In  life  and  in  death  he  will  still  be  their  friend  , 
For  those  whom  he  loves,  he  will  love  to  the  end. 


NO.  57.  HOW  KIND  IS  THE  SAVIOUR. 
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1.  How  kind  is  the  Saviour — 

How  great  is  his  love  ! 
To  bless  little  children 

He  came  from  above ; 
He  left  holy  angels, 

And  their  bright  abode, 
To  dwell  here  with  children, 

And  teach  them  the  road. 

2.  He  wept  in  the  garden, 

And  died  on  the  tree, 
To  open  a  fountain 

For  sinners  like  me; 
His  blood  is  that  fountaui, 

"\ATiich  pardon  bestows, 
And  cleanses  the  foulest 

Wherever  it  flows. 


3.  He  went  back  to  gloiy. 

But  left  us  his  word, 
'V\Tiich  oft  from  our  teachers 

And  pastors  we've  heard: 
He  sends  forth  his  Spirit 

Our  hearts  to  enflame, 
With  joy  in  his  service, 

And  love  to  liis  name. 

4.  Oh,  help  us,  blest  Jesus, 

More  sweetly  to  praise. 
And  Avalk  in  thy  footsteps 

The  rest  of  our  days ; 
Tlien  raise  us,  dear  Sa\dour, 

To  taste  of  thy  love. 
And  liaise  thee  for  ever 

With  childien  above. 


NO.  58.  HUSH'D  BE  MY  MURM'RING. 
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1.  Hush'd  be  my  murm'ring,  let  cares  depart ; 

Jesus  is  near  me,  to  cheer  my  heart ; 
He's  near  to  help  me  whilst  life's  hours  remain; 

He  speaks  to  cheer  me  in  toil  and  in  pain. 
Gentle  angels  near  me  gUde, 
Hopes  of  glory  round  me  'bide, 
And  there  lingers  by  my  side 
A  Saviour  ever  near. 

2.  Why  should  I  languish,  why  should  I  fear? 

In  sorrow  and  anguish  he's  ever  near  ; 
Sleeping  or  waking,  in  pleasure  or  pain, 

Eoaming  or  resting,  he'Unear  me  remain. — Gentle,  d'C. 

3.  Scenes  that  will  vanish,  smile  on  me  now, 

Joys  of  a  moment  play  round  my  brow ; 
But  soon  in  heaven  he'll  meet  me  again, 

There  will  end  my  sonow,  and  there  will  end  my  pain. 

Gentk,  d-c. 


NO.  59.  HOW  DELIGHTFUL  THE  THOUGHT. 
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1,  How  (lelightM  the  thought  that  the  angels  in  bliss 
Daily  bend  their  bright  wings  to  a  world  such  as  tliis; 
And  leave  the  sweet  soHgs  of  the  mansions  above, 

To  breathe  on  our  bosoms  some  message  of  love  ! 

2.  They  come !  on  the  wings  of  the  morning  they  come, 
Impatient  to  lead  some  poor  wanderer  home ; 

Some  pilgrim  to  cheer,  or  direction  afford, 
Or  lay  him  to  sleep  in  the  arms  of  his  Lord. 


NO.  60.  I  HAVE  A  FATHER. 
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1. 1  have  a  Father  in  the  promised  land  ; 
I\Iy  Father  calls  me ;  I  must  go, 
To  meet  him  in  the  promised  land. -77?,  <i:c. 
My  Father  calls  me,  <Lc. 


2. 1  have  a  Sa\aour  in  the  promised  land; 
My  Saviour  calls  me;  I  must  go, 
To  meet  him  in  the  promised  land.  Pll  dx. 
My  Saviour  calls  me,  dr. 


3.  I  have  a  crown  in  the  promised  land; 
AVhen  Jesus  calls  me  I  must  go, 

To  wear  it  in  the  promised  land. -77/,  <X"C. 
"WTien  Jesus  calls  me,  <£r. 

4.  I  hope  to  meet  you  in  the  promised  land ; 
At  Jesus'  feet  a  joyous  band, 

AVe'U  praise  him  in  the  promised  land. 
We'll  away,  we'U  away  to  the  promis'dland 
At  Jesus'  feet  a  joyous  band,  dc. 


NO.  61.  IF  I  COME  TO  JESUS. 
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1.  If  I  come  to  Jesus, 

He  will  make  me  glad; 

He  will  give  me  pleasure, 

When  my  heart  is  sad. 

If  I  come  to  Jesus, 

Happy  I  shall  be  ; 
He  is  gently  calling 
Little  ones  like  mc, 

2.  If  I  come  to  Jesus, 

He  will  hear  my  prayer  ; 
For  he  loves  me  dearly, 
And  my  sins  did  bear. 


If  I  come  to  Jesus, 
He  will  take  my  hand. 

He  will  kindly  lead  me 
To  a  better  land. 

//,  ctr. 


4.  There  with  happy  children, 
Robed  in  snowy  white, 
I  shall  see  my  Saviour 
In  that  world  so  bright. 

//,  cfcc. 


NO.  62.  I  HEARD  THE  VOICE  OF  JESUS  SAY. 
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1. 1  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 
' '  Come  unto  me  and  rest ; 
Lay  do^vn,  thou  weary  one,  lay  down 

Thy  head  upon  my  breast." 
I  came  to  Jesus  as  I  was. 

Weary  and  worn  and  sad  ; 

I  found  in  him  a  resting-place, 

And  he  has  made  me  glad. 

2. 1  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 
"  Behold  I  freely  give 
The  living  water  ;  thirsty  one, 
Stoop  down,  and  drink  and  live. 


I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  di-ank 
Of  that  life-giWng  stream  ; 

My  thirst  was  quench'd,  my  soul  re- 
And  now  I  live  in  him.  [vived, 

3. 1  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  I  am  this  dark  world's  light  ; 
Look  unto -me,  thy  morn  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  day  be  bright !  " 
I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  him  my  star,  my  sun  ; 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I'll  walk. 

Till  travlling  days  are  done. 


NO.  63.  I'M  BUT  A  STRANGER  HERE. 


Earth  is    a  de-sert  di-ear,  Heav'n     is 


,  I        !       i 

mv     home:     Dan-eex*  and     sor- 


row  stand 


1.  I'm  but  a  sti-auger  here, 

Heaven  is  my  home ; 
Earth  is  a  desert  clrear, 

Heaven  is  my  home : 
Danger  and  sorrow  stand 
Round  me  on  everj'  hand ; 
Heaven  is  my  fatherland, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

2.  What  though  the  tempest  rage, 

Heaven,  d'C. 
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Short  is  my  pilgiimage, — Heaven,  d'C. 
And  Time's  wHd  wintry  blast 
Soon  will  be  ovei-past : 
I  shall  reach  home  at  last, — Heaven,  d-c. 

3.  Therefore  I  murmur  not, 

Heaven,  dc. 
Whate'er  my  earthly  lot, — Heaven,  dc. 
For  I  shall  surely  stand 
Then  at  ray  Lord's  right  hand ; 
Heaven  is  my  fatherland, — Heaven,  dr. 
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NO.  64.  IN  THE  CHRISTIAN'S  HOME. 
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rest  for       vou.      There  is        rest  for  the     wea-ry.     There  is        rest  for  the 


In  the  Christian's  home  in  glory, 

There  remains  a  land  of  rest, 
AVliere  the  Sa^•iour's  gone  before  me 
To  fulfil  my  soul's  request. 

On  the  other  side  of  Jordan, 

In  the  sweet  fields  of  Eden. 

"Where  the  tree  of  life  is  blooming 

There  is  rest  for  you. 

There  is  rest  for  the  weary. 

There  is  rest  for  you. 

He  is  fitting  up  my  mansion, 
A\Tiich  eternally  shall  stand  : 

^ly  stay  shall  not  be  transient 

In  that  holy.  ha]>py  land. — On.  A-c 


3.  Pain  nor  sickness  e'er  can  enter ; 
Grief  nor  woe  my  lot  shall  share ; 

But  in  that  celestial  centre, 

I  a  crowTi  of  life  shall  wear. — On,  d-c. 

4.  Death  itself  shall  then  be  vanquish'd, 
And  its  sting  shall  be  withdrawn, 

Shout  with  gladness,  O  ye  ransom'dl 
Hail  with  joy  the  happy  dawn.  O/i.  dr 

o.  Sing.  O  sing,  ye  heirs  of  glory, 
Shout  your  triumphs  as  you  go  ! 

Zion's  gates  will  open  to  you. 

You  shall  find  an  entrance  thrcugh. 
On  the,  dc. 


NO.  65.  IN  THE  CROSS  OF  CHRIST. 
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,  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 

ToVring  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 

Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 
When  the  woes  of  life  oertake  me, 

Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy. 
Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me  ; 

Lo,  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 


"When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 

Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 
From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming, 

Adds  new  lustre  to  the  day. 
Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 

By  the  cross  are  sanctified ; 
Peace  is  there  that  knows  no  measure, 

Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 


NO.  66.  I  LOVE  TO  THINK  OF  JESUS. 
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1.  I  love  to  think  of  Jesus, 

'JMid  all  my  anxious  cares, 
I  love  to  lean  on  Jesus, 

For  he  my  burden  bears ; 
I  love  to  walk  with  Jesus, 

Close  to  his  lo^•ing  side, 
And  see  the  wounds  of  Jesus, 

And  know  for  me  he  died. 
I  love  to  talk  with  Jesus, 

And  tell  him  all  I  feel. 
For  well  I  know  my  Jesus 

"Will  then  his  love  reveal. 
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2.  I  love  to  look  to  Jesus, 

By  faith,  within  the  vail, 
And  draw  my  strength  from  Jesus 

■\Vhose  word  can  never  faQ; 
I  love  to  ask  of  Jesus 

To  keep  me  pure  within, 
And  hear  the  voice  of  Jesus 

That  pardons  all  my  sin ; 
I  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 

Of  all  the  sweetest  name, 
The  dying  love  of  Jesus 

To  all  around  proclaim. 


NO.  67.  I  LAY  MY  SINS  ON  JESUS. 
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1.  I  lay  my  sins  on  .Jesiis, 

The  spotless  Lamb  of  God; 
He  bears  them  all  and  frees  us 

From  the  accursed  load. 
I  bring  my  guilt  to  Jesus, 

To  wash  my  crimson  stains, 
AVhite  in  his  blood  most  precious, 

Till  not  a  spot  remains. 


2.  I  bring  my  wants  to  Jesus; 
All  fulness  dwells  in  him; 
He  heals  all  my  diseases,— 
He  doth  my  soul  redeem. 


I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus. 

i\ly  burdens  and  my  cares; 
He  from  them  all  releases,  — 

He  all  my  sorrows  shares. 


I  long  to  l>e  like  Jesus, 

Meek,  loving,  lowly,  mild; 
I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

The  Fatliers  holy  child. 
I  long  to  be  with  Jesus, 

Amid  the  heavenly  throng, 
And  sing  with  saints  his  praises, 

To  learn  the  angel's  song. 


NO.  68.  I  ONCE  WAS  A  STRANGER. 
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1.  I  once  was  a  sti-anger  to  grace  and  to  God, 

I  knew  not  my  danger,  and  felt  not  my  load  ; 
Tho'  friends  sijoke  in  raptures  of  Christ  on  the  tree, 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  was  nothing  to  me. 

2.  Like  tears  from  the  daughters  of  Zion  that  roll, 
I  wept  when  the  waters  went  over  His  soul ; 

Yet  thought  not  that  rny  sins  had  nail'd  to  the  tree 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu — "twas  nothing  to  me  ! 

3.  AMien  free  grace  awoke  me.  by  light  from  on  high, 
Then  legal  fears  shook  me — I  trembled  to  die  ; 
No  refuge  nor  safety  in  self  could  I  see — 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  my  Saviour  must  be  ! 

4.  iMy  terrors  all  vanish'd  before  the  sweet  Xame  ; 
My  guilty  fears  banisli'd,  with  boldness  I  came 
To  flrink  at  the  fountain  life-giving  and  free, — 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  is  all  things  to  me  ! 

5.  E%''n  threading  the  valley  and  shadow  of  death, 
This  watchword  shall  rally  my  faltering  breath  ; 
For  when  from  life's  fever  my  God  sets  me  free, 
Jehovah  Tsidkenu  my  death-song  shall  be  ! 

(Jehovah  Tzidkenu,  (The  Lord  ovir  Righteousness, )  was  the  watchword  of  the  Reformers. 


NO.  69.  THE  LAMB  OF  GOD. 
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1. 1  saw  one  hanging  on  a  tree, 
In  agonies  and  IJood, 
TVlio  fix'd  his  languid  eyes  on  me, 
As  near  his  cross  I  stood. 

2.  Sure,  never  till  my  latest  breath, 
Can  I  forget  that  look ; 
It  seem'd  to  charge  me  with  his  death. 
Though  not  a  word  he  spoke. 


3.  My  conscience  felt  and  own'd  my  guilt, 

And  i^lunged  me  in  despair, 

I  saw  my  sins  his  blood  had  spilt, 

And  help'd  to  nail  him  there. 

4.  A  second  look  he  gave,  which  said, 

"I  freely  all  forgive; 
This  blood  is  for  thy  ransom  paid, 
I  die  that  thou  may'st  live." 


NO.  70.  I  WAS  A  WAND'RING  SHEEP. 
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1. 1  was  a  wand'i-ing  sheep, 

I  did  not  love  the  fold, 
I  did  not  love  my  shepherd's  voice, 

I  would  not  be  controll'd. 
I  was  a  wayward  child, 

I  did  not  love  my  home, 
I  did  not  love  my  Father's  voice, 

I  loved  afar  to  roam. 

2.  The  shepherd  sought  his  sheep, 

The  Father  sought  his  child. 
He  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 

O'er  deserts  waste  and  wild; 
He  found  me  nigh  to  death. 

Famished,  and  faint,  and  lone ; 
He  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  love, 

He  saved  the  wand'ring  one. 


3.  Jesus  my  shepherd  is, 

'Twas  he  that  loved  my  soul, 
'Twas  he  that  washed  me  in  his  blood, 

'Twas  he  that  made  me  whole ; 
'Twas  he  that  sought  the  lost, 

That  found  the  wand'ring  sheep, 
*Twas  he  that  brought  me  to  the  fold,- 

'Tis  he  that  still  doth  keep. 

4.  No  more  a  wand'ring  sheep, 

I  love  to  be  controll'd, 
I  love  my  tender  shepherd's  voice, 

I  love  the  peaceful  fold. 
Ko  more  a  wayward  child, 

I  seek  no  more  to  roam, 
I  love  my  hea^•'nly  Father's  voice, — 

I  love,  I  love  his  home. 


NO.  71.  I  STOOD  OUTSIDE  THE  GATE. 


Music  bv 
Dr.  H.  T.  Leslie. 
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1.  I  stood  outside  the  gate,  a  poor  wayfaring  child. 

And  round  my  spirit  there  did  heat  a  tenii)est  loud  and  wild. 
"  O  Jesus !  "  then  I  cried,  "  Give  me  sweet  rest  from  sin  ! " 
' '  I  will,"  a  loving  voice  replied,  and  Jesus  took  me  in. 

2.  He  hound  up  all  my  wounds,  he  cased  my  load  of  sin, 
He  comforted  my  aching  heart,  and  kindly  took  me  in. 
Oh  happy,  blest  exchange,  for  all  my  guilt  and  sin, 

I  stood  forlorn  before  the  gate,  and  Jesus  took  me  in ! 


NO.  72.  I  WILL  ARISE. 
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73.  1  WILL  SING  FOR  JESUS. 
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I  will  sing  for  Jesus, 

AVith  his  blood  he  bought  me ; 
And  all  along  my  pilgrim  way 
His  lo\-ing  hand  has  broiight  me. 
Help  me  to  sing  for  Jesus, 

Help  to  tell  the  stoiy, 
Of  him  w^ho  did  redeem  us, 
Tlie  Lord  of  life  and  glory. 

,  Can  there  overtake  me 

Any  dark  disaster, 
AMiile  I  do  sing  for  Jesus, 

My  blessed,blessed  Master?  Help,  dc. 


3. 1  will  sing  for  Jesus  I 

His  name  alone  iire vailing, 
Shall  be  my  sweetest  music, 
When  heai-t  and  flesh  are  failing. 
Help  me,  ttc. 

4.  Still  I'll  sing  for  Jesus ! 

Oh  !  how  will  I  adore  him, 
Among  the  cloud  of  witnesses, 
"WTio  cast  their  crowns  before  him. 
Help  me,  dc. 
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NO.  74.  I  WOULD  BE  LIKE  AN  ANGEL. 
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L  I  would  be  like  an  angel, 
And  with  the  angels  stand, 

A  crown  upon  my  forehead, 
A  harp  within  my  hand ; 

Then,  right  before  my  SaWour, 
So  glorious  and  so  bright, 

Fd  wake  the  s\^eetest  music, 

'    And  praise  him  day  and  night. 

2.  I  never  would  be  weary, 

Nor  ever  shed  a  tear. 
Nor  ever  know  a  sorrow. 

Nor  ever  feel  a  fear; 
But  blessed,  pure,  and  holy, 

I'd  dwell  in  Jesus'  sight, 
And,  with  ten  thousand  angels, 

Praise  him  both  day  and  night. 


3.  I  know  I'm  weak  and  sinful. 

But  Jesus  will  forgive. 
For  many  little  children 

Have  gone  to  heaven  to  live. 
Dear  Saviour,  when  I  languish, 

And  lay  me  dowTi  to  die, 
O !  send  a  shining  angel 

To  bear  me  to  the  sky. 

4.  Oh  there  I'll  be  an  angel, 

And  with  the  angels  stand, 
A  crown  upon  my  forehead, 

A  harp  within  my  hand ; 
And  there,  before  my  Saviour, 

So  glorious  and  so  bright, 
I'll  wake  the  heavenly  music, 

And  praise  him  day  and  night. 


NO.  75.  I  WANT  TO  BE  LIKE  JESUS 
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1.  I  want  to  be  like  JeSus, 

So  lowlj'  and  so  meek ; 
For  no  one  markVl  an  angry  word 
That  ever  heard  him  speak, 

2.  I  want  to  be  like  Jesus, 

So  frequently  in  prayer ; 
Alone  upon  the  mountain  top, 
He  met  his  Father  there. 
.3.  I  want  to  be  like  Jesus, 
I  never,  never  find 


That  he,  though  persecuted,  was 
To  any  one  unkind. 

4.  I  want  to  be  like  Jesus, 

Engaged  in  doing  good, 
So  that  of  me  it  may  be  said, 
"She  hath  done  what  she  could. 

5.  Alas !  I'm  not  like  Jesus, 

As  any  one  may  see : 
O  gentle  Saviour,  send  thy  grace 
And  make  me  like  to  thee. 


NO.  76.  JOYFULLY,  JOYFULLY. 
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1.  Joyfully,  joyfully,  onward  "we  move, 
Bound  for  the  land  of  bright  spirits  above  : 
Jesus,  our  Saviour,  in  mercy  says  "  Come  I  " 

Joyfully,  joj-fully,  haste  to  your  home. 
Soon  will  our  pilgrimage  end  here  below ; 
Soon  to  the  presence  of  God  we  shall  go ; 
Th-n  if  to  Jesus  our  hearts  have  been  given, 

Joyfully,  joyfully,  rest  we  in  heaven. 

2.  Death  with  his  arrow  may  soon  lay  us  low, 
Safe  in  our  Saviour  we  fear  not  the  blow ; 
Jesus  hath  broken  the  bars  cf  the  tomb, 

Joyfully,  joyfully,  we  will  go  home ! 
Bright  will  the  mom  of  Eternity  dawn. 
Death  shall  be  conquei-'d,  his  scepjtre  be  gone 
Over  the  plains  of  sweet  Canaan  well  roam, 

Joyfxilly,  joyfully,  safely  at  home  I 

3.  Friends  fondly  cherish' d  have  pass'd  on  before, 
Waiting,  they  watch  us  approaching  the  shore, 
Singing,  to  cheer  us  while  passing  along, 

"Joyfully,  jo^-fully.  haste  to  your  home  !" 
Sounds  of  sweet  melody  fall  on  the  ear ; 
Harps  of  the  blessed,  your  strains  we  can  hear, 
Filling  with  harmony  heaven's  high  dome : 

Joyfully,  joyfully,  Jesus,  we  come  I 


NO.  77.  JERUSALEM  THE  GOLDEN. 
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1.  Jerusalem  the  golden ! 

With  milk  and  honey  blest ; 
Beneath  thy  contemplation 

Sink  heart  and  voice  opprest. 
I  know  not,  oh  !  I  know  not 

"\Miat  joys  await  us  there  ; 
"What  radiancy  of  glory, 

"What  bUss  beyond  compare. 

2.  They  stand,  those  halls  of  Sion, 

All  jubilant  with  song, 
And  bright  with  many  an  angel, 

And  all  the  martyr  throng. 
And  they,  who  with  their  leader 

Have  conquered  in  the  fight. 
For  ever  and  for  ever 

Are  clad  in  robes  of  white. 


NO.  78.  JESUS  CHRIST  IS  RISEN  TO-DAY. 
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1.  Jesus  Christ  is  ris'n  to-day, 

Hallelujah  I 
Our  triumphant  holy  day, 

Hallelujah ! 
"VMio  did  once,  upon  the  cross, 

Hallelujah ! 
Suffer  to  redeem  our  loss. 

Hallelujah! 

2.  Hymns  of  praise  then  let  us  sing 

Hallelujah! 
Unto  Christ,  our  heavenly  king. 
Hallelujah ! 


'SVh.o  endured  the  cross  and  grave, 
Hallelujah ! 

Sinners  to  redeem  and  save! 
Hallelujah ! 

3.  But  the  pain  which  he  endured 

HaUelujah ! 
Our  salvation  hath  procured ; 

Hallelujah  ! 
Now  ahove  the  sky  he's  king. 

Hallelujah ! 
"Where  the  angels  ever  suig. 

HaUelujah ! 


NO.  79.  JESUS  IS  OUR  SHEPHERD. 
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lead. 
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1.  Jesus  is  our  Shepherd,  wiping  ev'ry  tear, 
Folded  in  his  bosom,  what  have  we  to  fear? 
Only  let  us  follow  whither  he  doth  lead, 
To  the  thirsty  desert,  or  the  dewy  mead. 

2.  Jesus  is  our  Shepherd,  may  we  know  his  voice. 
How  its  gentle  whisper  makes  our  heart  rejoice ! 
Even  when  lie  chideth,  tender  is  liis  tone ; 
None  but  he  shall  guide  us — we  are  his  alone. 

3.  Jesus  is  our  Shepherd ;  for  the  sheep  he  bled ; 
Ev'ry  lamb  is  sprinkled  with  the  blood  he  shed; 
Then  on  each  he  setteth  his  own  secret  sign, 
They  that  have  my  Spirit— these,  saith  he 


are  mine. 


4.  Jesus  is  our  Shepherd  :  guarded  by  his  arm, 

Though  the  wolves  may  raven,  none  can  do  us  harm. 
"When  we  tread  death's  valley,  dark  with  feai-ful  gloom, 
"W't  will  fear  no  evil,  victors  o'er  the  tomb. 
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NO.  80.  JESUS  KEEP  ME. 
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Jesus,  keep  me  near  the  cross, 

Thei-e  a  precious  fountain, 
Free  to  all,  a  healing  stream, 
Flows  from  Calvary's  mountain. 
In  the  cross,  in  the  cross 

Be  my  gloiy  ever, 
Till  my  raptured  soul  shall  find 
Rest  beyond  the  river. 

2.  Near  the  cross,  a  trembling  soul. 
Love  and  mercy  found  me ; 
There  the  bright  and  morning  Star 
Shed  its  beams  around  me. — //t,  <£'c. 


3.  Near  the  cross  !  O  Lamb  of  God, 

Bring  its  scenes  before  me ; 
jNIay  I  walk  from  day  to  day, 
"With  its  shadow  o'er  me. 

In  the,  (Lc. 

4.  Near  the  cross  I'll  watch  and  wait, 

Hoping,  trusting  ever. 
Till  I  reach  the  golden  strand. 
Just  beyond  the  river. 

In  Uie,  <i:c. 


NO.  81.  JESUS,  LOVER  OF  MY  SOUL. 
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NO.   81— Continual 


.  Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul, 

Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly, 
"While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high. 
Hide  me,  O  my  iSaviour,  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  be  past; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 

O  receive  my  soul  at  last. 


2.  Other  refuge  have  I  none, 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee ; 
Leave,  oh  I  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  sui)port  and  comfort  me. 
All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stay'd. 

All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring  : 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 


Plenteous  gi-ace  \vith.  thee  is  found ; 

Grace  to  pardon  all  my  sin ; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound, 

]\Iake  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  thee  ; 
Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart, 

Else  to  all  eternity. 
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1.  Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul, 

Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly, 
"NMiile  the  nearer  waters  roll, 
AVhile  the  tempest  still  is  high, 

2.  Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  be  past ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 
O  receive  my  soul  at  last. 

3.  Other  refuge  have  I  none. 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee ; 
Leave,  oh  !  leave  me  not  alone. 
Still  support  and  comfort  me. 


4.  All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stay'd, 

All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring : 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 
With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 

5.  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found ; 

Grace  to  pardon  all  my  sin ; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound. 
Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 

6.  Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  thee ; 
Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart, 
Rise  to  all  eternity. 


NO.  82.  JESUS  LOVES  ME. 
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Y"es,    Je  -  sus    loves  me,  the      Bi  -  ble    tells  me 
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Jesus  loves  me  I  tliis  I  know, 
For  the  Bible  tells  me  so ; 
Little  ones  to  him  belong. 
They  are  weak  but  he  is  strong. 
Yes,  Jesus  loves  me, 
The  Bible  tells  me  so. 

Jesus  loves  me !  he  who  died, 
Heaven's  gate  to  open  wide ; 
He  will  wash  away  my  sin. 
Let  his  little  child  come  in. 
Yes,  Jesus  loves  me, 
The  Bible  tells  me  so. 


3.  Jesus  loves  me !  loves  me  still, 
Though  I'm  very  weak  and  ill ; 
From  his  shining  throne  on  high, 
Comes  to  watch  me  when  I  He. 

Yes,  Jesus  loves  me, 
The  Bible  tells  me  so. 

4.  Jesus  loves  me  !  he  will  stay, 
Close  beside  me,  all  the  way ; 
If  I  love  him,  when  I  die 

He  will  take  me  home  on  high. 
Yes,  Jesus  loves  me. 
The  Bible  tells  me  so. 


NO.  83.  JESUS,  MY  LORD. 
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1.  Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  God,  my  all, 
Hear  me,  blest  Saviour,  when  I  call ; 
Hear  me,  and  from  thy  dwelling  place 
Pour  down  the  riches  of  thy  grace. 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  I  thee  adore, 

O  make  me  love  thee  more  and  more. 

2.  Jesus,  too  late  I  thee  have  sought, 
How  can  I  love  thee  as  I  ought  ? 
And  how  extol  thy  matchless  fame, 
The  glorious  beauty  of  thy  name? 

Jesus,  ci-c. 


3.  Jesus,  what  didst  thou  find 


m  me. 


That  thou  hast  dealt  so  lovingly 
[      How  gi-eat   tlie    joy    that    thou   hast 
brought. 
So  far  exceeding  hope  or  thought ! 
Jesus,  it-c. 

4.  Jesus,  of  thee  shall  be  my  song. 
To  thee  my  heart  and  soul  belong  ; 
j       All  that  I  have  or  am  is  thine, 
I      And  thou,  blest  Saviour,  thou  art  mine. 
!  Jesus,  dr. 


NO.  84.  JESUS  STILL  LEAD  ON. 
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1.  Jesus,  still  lead  on, 
TiU  our  rest  be  won  : 

And  although  the  way  be  cheerless, 
"NVe  will  follow,  calm  and  fearless; 

Guide  us  by  thy  hand 

To  ovir  Fatherland ! 

2.  If  the  way  be  drear, 
If  the  foe  be  near, 

Let  not  faithless  fears  o'ertake  us  ; 
Let  not  faith  and  hope  forsake  us  ; 

For,  through  many  a  foe, 

To  our  home  we  go  ! 


3.  TMien  we  seek  relief 
From  a  long-felt  grief ; 

TTlien  temptations  come  alluring, 
Make  us  patient  and  enduring  ; 
Show  us  that  bright  shore 
AMiere  we  weep  no  more  ! 

4.  Jesus,  still  lead  on, 
TiU  our  rest  be  won 

Heavenly  leader,  stiU  direct  us. 
Still  support,  console,  protect  us, 

Till  we  safely  stand 

In  our  Fatherland. 
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NO.  85.  JESUS,  WHEN  A  LITTLE  CHILD 


lit  -  tie    child,  Taught  us  what    we  ought  to      be. 
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1.  Jesus,  when  a  little  child, 

Taught  us  what  we  ought  to  be  ; 
Holy,  hamiless,  xindefil'd, 

"Was  the  Saviour's  infancy  : 
All  the  Father's  glory  shone 

In  the  person  of  his  Son. 

2.  As  in  age  and  strength  he  grew, 

Heav'nly  wisdom  filled  his  breast, 
Crowds  attentive  round  him  drew, 

Wond'ring  at  their  gentle  guest— 
Gaz'd  upon  his  lovely  face, 

Saw  him  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

3.  Father,  guide  our  steps  aright, 

In  the  way  that  Jesus  trod; 
May  it  be  our  great  delight 

To  obey  thy  will,  O  God. 
Then  to  us  shall  soon  be  giv'n 

Endless  bliss  with  Christ  in  heav'n. 


NO.  86.  JESUS,  THE  VERY  THOUGHT  OF  THEE. 
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1.  Jesus,  the  very  thought  of  thee 

With  sweetness  fills  my  breast; 
But  sweeter  far  thy  face  to  see, 
And  in  thy  presence  rest. 

2.  Xor  voice  can  sing,  nor  heart  can  frame, 

Xor  can  the  mem'ry  find 
A  sweeter  sound  than  thy  blest  name, 
O,  Saviour  of  mankind. 


And    in       thy    pre-sence     rest. 
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3.  O,  hope  of  e\^ry  contrite  heart, 
O,  joy  of  all  the  meek  ; 
To  those  who  fall,  how  kind  thou  art, 
How  kind  to  those  who  seek. 


4.  But  what  to  those  who  find?  ah ! 
Xor  tongue  nor  pen  can  show ; 
The  love  of  Jesus,  what  it  is. 
None  but  his  loved  ones  know. 


this 


NO.  87.  JESUS,  SAVIOUR. 
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NO.  87- 

1.  Jesus,  Saviour,  hear  my  call, 

Siniful  though  my  heart  may  be, 
Thou  my  life,  my  hope,  my  all, 
Lord,  abide  with  me. 

2.  Lonely  in  a  stranger  land. 

Cast  me  not  away  from  thee, 
Lead  me  by  thy  gentle  hand, 
Lord,  abide  with  me. 

3.  Thou  hast  died  the  lost  to  save, 

Died  to  set  the  captive  free, 
Thou  didst  triuniph  o"er  the  gi'ave, 
Lord,  abide  with  me. 


Continued. 

•1.  Fill  me  with  thy  love  divine, 
Consecrate  my  life  to  thee. 
Bend  my  stubborn  will  to  thine, 
Lord,  abide  ^vith  me. 

5.  When  the  shades  of  death  prevail, 

Father,  let  me  cling  to  thee  ; 
"UTien  I  pass  the  gloomy  vale, 
Still  abide  with  me. 

6.  Then,  O,  then,  my  raptured  soul 

Heaven's  eternal  rest  shall  see, 
There,  while  endless  ages  roll, 
Thou'lt  abide  with  me  ! 
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1.  Just  as  I  am— without  one  plea. 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 
And  that  thou  bid'st  me  come  to  thee. 

Oh,  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  1    | 

2.  Just  as  I  am  -and  waiting  not 

To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot,  | 

To  thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot 
Oh,  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

.3.  Just  as  I  am,  though  toss'd  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt. 
Fightings  within  and  fears  -without. 

Oh,  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 


4.  Just  as  I  am— poor,  wretched,  blind  ; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need,  in  thee  I  find. 

Oh,  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

5.  Just  as  I  am — thou  wilt  receive, 
Wnt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve, 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe. 

Oh,  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

6.  Just  as  I  am — thy  love  unknown 
Hath  broken  every  bamer  down. 
Now,  to  be  thine,  yea.  thine  alone. 

Oh,  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 


NO.  89.  LEAD  US,  0  GOD,  TO  THEE. 
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1.  Lead  us,  O  God,  to  thee, 

Lead  us  to  thee  ! 
Though  full  of  guilt  and  sin. 

And  poor  Ave  be  ; 
We  would  be  wliolly  thine. 
Oh,  by  thy  gi-ace  divine, 

Lead  us  to  thee ! 


"VMien  earth  looks  bright  and  fair, 

Festive  and  gay, 
Let  no  delusive  snare 

Lure  us  away ; 
Oh,  in  temptation's  hour. 
By  thy  almighty  power, 

Hold  us  to  thee ! 


3.  And  when  the  end  draws  near, 

SaAdour  di\4ne  I 
Calm  eveiy  rising  fear, 

Keep  us  as  Thine ; 
Then  to  thy  home  above. 
Oh,  in  thy  matchless  love. 

Take  us  to  shine ! 


90.  LET  US  WITH  A  GLADSOME. 
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90.  FIRST  HYMN. 

1 .  Let  us  with  a  gladsome  mind, 
Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  is  kind, 

For  his  mercies  shall  endtu'e, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

2.  Children,  come,  extol  his  might ; 
Join  with  saints  and  angels  bright. 

For  his,  d-c. 

3.  All  our  wants  he  doth  supply, 
Loves  to  hear  our  humble  cry. 

For  his,  dr. 

4.  He  of  old  our  fathers  blest. 
Led  them  to  the  land  of  rest. 

For  his,  dc. 

5.  His  ovm  Son  he  sent  to  die, 
L's  to  raise  to  joys  on  high. 

For  his,  dc. 

6.  Let  us  then  with  gladsome  mind, 
Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  is  kind. 

For  his,  dc. 


9L  SECOND  HYMN. 

1.  Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare, 
Jesus  loves  to  answer  prayer, 
He  himself  has  bid  thee  pray ; 
Therefore  will  not  say  thee,  Nay. 

2.  Thou  art  coming  to  a  King  : 
Large  petitions  with  thee  bring ; 
For  his  grace  and  power  are  such 
None  can  ever  ask  too  much. 

3.  With  my  burden  I  begui : 
Lord,  remove  this  load  of  sin  ; 
Let  thy  blood  for  sinners  spilt, 
Set  my  conscience  free  from  guilt. 

4.  Lord,  I  come  to  thee  for  rest ; 
Take  possession  of  my  breast ; 

There  thy  blood-bought  right  maintain, 
And  without  a  rival  reign. 


m.  92.  LIGHT  OF  LIFE. 
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"Arise,  shine ;  for  thy  light  is  come,  and  the  glorj'  of  the  Lord  is  risen  upon  thee." 


1.  Liglit  of  life,  so  softly  shining 

From  the  blood-besprinkled  tree  ; 
Never  waning,  nor  declining, 
Shine,  shine  on  me. 

2.  Li^ht  of  life,  so  sweetly  gleaming 

Down  upon  onr  troubled  sea, 
AVith  the  love  of  Jesus  beaming. 
Shine,  shine  on  me. 

3.  Light  of  life  that  knows  no  fading, 

From  all  changing  ever  free : 
Holy  light  that  knows  no  shading. 
Shine,  shine  on  me. 


4.  Light  of  life  that  knows  no  setting. 

Day  and  night  thy  beams  we  see  ; 
Joy  and  peace  in  us  begetting. 
Shine,  shine  on  me. 

5.  Light  of  life,  in  childhood's  gladness. 

To  thy  radiance  we  would  flee ; 

Be  otir  strength  in  days  of  sadness. 

Shine,  shine  on  me. 

G.  Light  of  life,  all  health  bestowing, 
Lift  we  up  our  eyes  to  thee  ; 
From  the  cross  of  Jesus  flowing, 
Shine,  shine  on  me. 
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1.  Little  travellers  Zionward, 

Each  one  entering  into  rest. 
In  the  kingdom  of  your  Lord, 

In  the  mansions  of  the  blest. 
Tliere  to  welcome  Jesus  waits, 

Gives  the  crowns  his  followers  win. 
Lift  your  heads,  ye  golden  gates, 

Let  the  little  travellers  in  I 

2.  Who  are  they  whose  little  feet, 

Pacing  life's  dark  journey  through, 
Now  liave  reach'd  the  heavenly  seat 
They  had  ever  kept  in  view  ? 


• '  I  from  Greenland's  frozen  land ; " 
"  I  from  India's  sultry  plain;" 

"I  from  Afric's  barren  sand;" 
"  I  from  islands  of  the  main." 

"  All  our  earthly  journey  past, 

Every  tear  and  pain  gone  by, 
We're  together  met  at  last, 

At  the  portal  of  the  sky." 
Each  the  welcome  "come"  awaits. 

Conqueroi-s  over  death  and  sin. 
Lift  your  heads,  ye  golden  gates, 

Let  the  little  travellers  in ! 


.  94.  LO,  AT  NOON. 
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Lo,  at  noon,  'tis  sudden  night, 
Darkness  covers  all  the  sky; 

Rocks  are  rending  at  the  sight ; 
Children,  can  you  tell  me  why? 

"NMiat  can  all  these  wonders  be? 

Jesus  dies  on  Calvaiy ! 

Xail'd  u^ion  the  cross,  behold, 
How  his  tender  Hmbs  are  torn ; 

For  a  royal  crown  of  gold 

They  have  made  him  one  of  thorn. 

Cruel  hanrls,  that  dare  to  bind 

Thorns  ui^oa  a  brow  so  kind ! 


See,  the  blood  is  falling  fast 
From  his  forehead  and  his  side; 

Hark!  He  now  has  breathed  his  last 
"With  a  mighty  groan  he  died. 

Children,  shall  I  tell  you  why 

Jesus  condescends  to  die  ? 

He  who  was  a  King  above 
Left  his  kingdom  for  a  grave, 

Out  of  pity — out  of  love, 

That  the  guilty  he  might  save. 

Down  to  this  sad  world  he  flew. 

For  such  little  ones  as  you. 
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1.  Lol  He  comes,  with  clouds  descending, 

Once  for  favour'd  sinners  slain  ; 
Thousand,  thousand  saints  attending, 
Swell  the  triumi^h  of  his  train. 

HaUeluiah!  Halleluiah! 
Jesus  comes — and  comes  to  reign  I 

2.  Now  redemption,  long  expected, 

See  in  solemn  pomp  appear ! 
All  his  saints,  hy  man  rejected. 


Eise  to  meet  Him  free  from  fear. 

Halleluiah!  Halleluiah! 
Shouts  of  welcome  gi-eet  His  ear. 

3.  Yes,  Amen  I  let  aU  adore  Thee, 
High,  on  Thine  eternal  throne ! 
Saviour,  take  the  power  and  glory. 
Make  Thy  righteous  sentence  known. 
O  come  quickly!   O  come  quickly! 
Claim  the  kingdom  for  Thine  own. 


NO.  96.  LOW  THE  INFANT  SAVIOUR  LIES. 
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1.  Low  the  infant  Saviour  lies; 
He  appears  in  lowly  guise; 

Yet  by  faith  we  read  the  words- 
King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords. 

2.  See  !  He  stands  at  Pilate's  bar, 
]\Iost  despised  of  all  by  far; 
Still  to  Him  belong  the  words  — 
King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords. 

3.  He  who  wears  the  crown  of  thorns, 
He  whom  man  reviles  and  scorns. 


Yet  demands  as  His  the  words- 
King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords. 

4.  On  the  cross  'tis  still  the  same, 
Never  can  He  yield  his  claim 
To  these  ever  glorious  words — 
King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords. 

5.  Pass'd  the  conflict  of  his  love, 
See,  He  takes  his  place  above; 
On  His  vesture  shine  the  words  - 
King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords. 


NO.  97.  LORD,  A  LITTLE  BAND. 
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1.  Lord,  a  little  band  and  lowly, 

"We  are  come  to  sing  to  thee, 
Thou  ai-t  great,  and  high,  and  holy. 

Oh !  how  solemn  we  should  be  I 
Fill  our  hearts  with  thoughts  of  Jesus, 

And  of  heaven  where  he  is  gone ; 
And  let  nothing  ever  please  us 

He  would  grieve  to  look  upon. 
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2.  For  we  know  the  Lord  of  glory 

Always  sees  what  children  do, 
And  is  writing  now  the  story 

Of  our  thoughts  and  actions  too. 
Let  our  sins  be  all  forgiven, 

Make  us  fear  whate'er  is  wrong; 
Lead  us  on  our  way  to  heaven, 

There  to  sing  a  nobler  song. 


NO.  98.  LORD,  I  HEAR  OF  SHOWERS. 
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1,  Lord,  I  hear  of  stowers  of  blessing 
Thou  art  scatt'ring  full  and  free  ; 
Showers,  the  thirsty  land  refreshing 
Let  some  di-oppings  fall  on  me — 
Even  me. 


3.  Pass  me  not,  O  gracious  Saviour  I 
Let  me  live  and  cling  to  thee  ; 
Oh,  I'm  longing  for  thy  favour  ; 
"\^^lilst  thou'rt  calling,  oh,  call  me- 
Even  me. 


2.  Pass  me  not,  O  God  my  Father  \  4.  Pass  me  not,  O  mighty  Spirit ! 

Sinful  though  my  heart  may  be  ;  j  Thou  canst  make  the  bhnd  to  see 

Thou  might'st  leave  me,  but  the  rather  i      TMtnesser  of  Jesus'  merit, 

Let  thy  mercy  light  on  me  ! —  '  Speak  some  word  of  power  to  me  - 

Even  mc.  Even  me. 

5.  Pass  me  not— thy  lost  one  bringing. 
Bind  my  heart,  O  Lord,  to  thee. 
■\\Tiilst  the  streams  of  life  are  springing, 
Blessing  others,  oh,  bless  me  I — 
Even  me. 


NO.  99.  MIGHTY  GOD,  WHILE  ANGELS  BLESS. 
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1.  ]Mighty  God,  while  angels  bless  thee, 
May  an  infant  lisp  thy  name? 
Lord  of  men  as  well  as  angels, 
Thou  art  every  creature's  theme. 

HaUelu  iah  I  A  men  ! 


2.  Lord  of  every  land  and  nation, 
Ancient  of  eternal  days  ; 
Sounded  through  thy  wide  dominion 

Be  thy  just  and  lawful  praise.— fl'«?.,  &c. 


3.  Brightness  of  the  Father's  glory, 
Shall  thy  praise  unufcter'd  be? 
Flee,  my  soul,  such  guilty  silence, 

Sing,  the  Lord  who  died  for  thee. — Hoi.,  &c. 


NO.  100.  MINE  THE  CROSS. 


Mine  the  cross,  aud   thiue  the    glo  -  ry,    Thou  hast  suf-fer'd    ouce  for      me. 
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Mine  the  cross,  and  thine  the  glory, 

Thou  hast  suffered  once  for  me  ; 
Let  my  Hfe  be  calm  or  clouded, 

I  can  trust  it,  Lord,  to  thee. 
Let  me  feel  the  sweet  assurance 

Of  thy  presence  always  near. 
Grant  me  only  this,  my  Father, 

And  my  soul  can  never  fear. 
All  I  am  thy  grace  has  made  me, 

All  I  am  I  owe  to  thee, 
I  can  only  thank  and  praise  thee 

For  a  love  so  pure  and  free. 


Self-denying,  persevering, 

"Where  thy  blessed  feet  have  led. 
May  I  follow,  daily  growing 

Up  to  thee,  my  living  head. 
,  Mine  the  cross,  and  thine  the  glory, 

Thou  hast  borne  it  once  for  me; 
Help  me  bear  with  Christian  meekness 

Every  trial  sent  by  thee. 
On  thy  strength  alone  relying, 

With  thy  lamp  to  cheer  my  way. 
Leaning  on  tlie  staff  of  mercy, 

I  will  labour,  trust,  and  pray. 


NO.  101.  MORE  LIKE  JESUS. 
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1.  More  like  Jesus  would  I  be, 
Let  my  Saviour  dwell  with  me ; 
Fill  my  soul  with  peace  and  love — 
Make  me  gentle  as  the  do^'e ; 
More  like  Jesus,  while  I  go, 
Pilgrim  in  this  world  below, 

Poor  in  spirit  would  I  be, 
Let  my  Sa\-iour  dwell  in  me ; 

2.  If  he  hears  the  raven's  cry, 
If  his  ever  watchful  eye 

^larks  the  sparrows  when  they  fall. 
Surely  he  wiU  hear  my  call. 


He  Avill  teach  me  how  to  Hve, 
All  my  sinful  thoughts  forgive ; 
Pure  in  heart  I  stdl  would  be — 
Let  my  Saviour  dwell  in  me. 

^lore  like  Jesus  when  I  pray, 
More  like  Jesus  day  by  day, 
May  I  rest  me  by  his  side, 
"N^Tiere  the  tranquil  waters  glide. 
By  the  Spirit's  grace  renewed, 
By  his  love  my  will  subdued, 
Rich  in  faith  I  still  would  be. 
Let  my  Saviour  dwell  in  me. 


NO.  102.  MUST  JESUS  BEAR  THE  CROSS. 


!?Iust  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone, 
And  all  the  world  go  free? 

IN  o :  there's  a  cross  for  every  one. 
And  there 's  a  cross  for  me. 

How  happy  are  the  saints  above 
^Vho  once  went  sorrowing  here ; 


I  1^! 

For  now  they  taste  unmingled  love. 
And  joy  without  a  tear. 

3.  The  consecrated  cross  I  '11  bear, 
Till  death  shall  set  me  free, 
And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear - 
For  there 's  a  crown  for  me ! 


NO.  103.  MY  FAITH  LOOKS  UP  TO  THEE. 
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Myfaithlooksuptothee,  Thoulambof  Cal-va-ry,     Sa-viourdi- vine!  ^'ow  hear  me 


while  I  pray.  Take  all  my  guilt 


0      let  me  from  this  day     Be    ^rhol  -  ly       thine. 
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NO.    \03— Continued. 


1,  My  faith  looks  up  to  thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary, 

Saviour  divine ! 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray, 
Take  all  my  guilt  away, 
O  let  me  from  this  day 

Be  wholly  thine. 

2.  May  thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

JNIy  zeal  inspire ; 
As  thou  hast  died  for  me, 
O  may  my  love  to  thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be, 

A  living  fii-e. 


3.  "WTien  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  thou  my  guide. 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  thee  aside. 

4.  "\Maen  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
"When  death's  cold  sullen  stream. 

Shall  o'er  me  roll ; 
Blest  Saviour  then  in  love. 
Fear  and  distrust  remove, 
O  bear  me  safe  above — 

A  ransom' d  soul. 


NO.  104.  MY  GOD!    MY  FATHER! 


Oh  teach  me  from  my    heart    to     say. 
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1.  My  God  I  my  father  I  while  I  stray 
Far  from  my  home  in  life's  rough  way, 
Oh  teach  me  from  my  heart  to  say, 

"  Thy  will  be  done  I " 

2.  If  thou  shouldst  call  me  to  resign 
AMiat  most  I  prize  :  —it  ne'er  was  mine 
I  only  yield  thee  what  is  thine, 

' '  Thy  will  be  done  ! " 


3.  Should  pining  sickness  waste  away 
i\Iv  life  in  premature  decay, 

"  My  Father,"  still  I  '11  strive  to  say, 
"■  Thy  will  be  done  ! " 

4.  Renew  mv  -n-ill  from  day  to  day, 
Blend  it  with  thine,  and  take  away 
"^"Tiatever  makes  it  hard  to  say, 

"Thy  will  be  done!" 


5.  Then  when  on  earth  I  breathe  no  more 
The  prayer  oft  mix'd  with  tears  before, 
I  '11  sing  upon  a  happier  shore, 
"  Thy  will  be  done  !  " 


NO.  105.  MY  TIMES  ARE  IN  THY  HAND. 


wisli  them  there ; 
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1.  "My  times  are  in  thy  hand," 

My  God.  I  \rish  them  there ; 
My  life,  my  soul,  my  all  I  leave, 
Entirely  to  thy  care. 

2.  "  My  times  are  in  thy,hand," 

"Whatever  they  may  be : 
Pleasing  or  painful,  dark  or  bright, 
As  best  may  seem  to  thee. 

3.  "My  times  are  in  thy  hand," 

TVhy  should  I  doubt  or  fear  ? 


My  father's  hand  will  never  cause 
His  child  a  needless  tear. 

4.  *'  My  times  are  in  thy  hand," 

Jesus,  the  cinicified ; 
The  hand  my  many  sins  have  pierced, 
Is  now  my  guard  and  guide. 

5.  "  My  times  are  in  thy  hand," 

I'll  always  trust  in  thee ; 
And  after  death,  at  thy  right  hand, 
I  shall  for  ever  be. 


NO.  106.  MY  JESUS,  I  LOVE  THEE. 
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1.  My  Jesus,  I  love  thee,  I  know  thou  art  mine, 
For  thee  all  the  pleasures  of  sin  I  resign, 

My  gracious  Redeemer,  my  Savaour  art  thou, 
If  ever  I  lov'd  thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 

2.  I  love  thee,  hecatise  thou  hast  first  loved  me. 
And  purchas'd  my  pardon  on  Calvarj^'s  tree  ; 

I  love  thee  for  wearing  the  thorns  on  thy  brow, 
If  ever  I  lov'd  thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 

3.  I'll  love  thee  in  life,  I  will  love  thee  in  death. 
And  praise  thee  as  long  as  thou  lendest  me  breath  ; 
And  say,  when  the  death-dew  lies  cold  on  my  brow, 
If  ever  I  lov'd  thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 

4.  In  mansions  of  glory,  and  endless  delight, 
I'll  ever  adore  thee  in  yon  heaven  of  light, 
I'll  sing  with  the  glittering  crown  on  my  brow. 
If  ever  I  lov'd  thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 


NO.  107.  MY  DAYS  ARE  GLIDING. 


My  days  are  gliding  swiftly  by.  And      I,  a  pilgrim    stranger,  Would  not  detain  them 
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1.  ]My  days  are  gliding  swiftly  by, 

And  I,  a  pilgrim  stranger, 
Would  not  detain  them  as  they  fly ! 

These  hours  of  toil  and  danger. 
For  now  we  stand  on  Jordan's  strand, 

Our  friends  are  passing  over, 
And,  just  before,  the  shining  shore 

"We  almost  may  discover. 

2,  Our  absent  Lord  has  left  us  word, 

Let  every  lamp  be  burning  ; 
"With  eye  of  faith  we  look  afar. 
Our  happy  Home  discerning. 

For  now,  d:c. 


3.  Should  coming  days  be  cold  and  dark, 

We  need  not  cease  our  singing  ; 

That  perfect  rest  nought  can  molest, 

AMiere  golden  harps  are  ringing. 

For  noio,  <Lc. 


4.  Let  sorrow's  rudest  tempest  rise, 
Each  cord  on  earth  to  sever  ; 
There,  bright  and  joyous  in  the  skies, 
There  is  our  Home  for  ever. 


For  now,  dx. 


NO.  108.  MY  REST  IS  IN  HEAVEN. 
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1.  My  rest  is  in  heaven,  my  rest  is  not  here, 

Then  why  should  I  murmur  when  trials  are  near  ? 
Be  hush'd,  my  sad  spirit,  the  worst  that  can  come 
But  shortens  my  journey,  and  hastens  me  home. 

2.  It  is  not  for  me  to  be  seeking  my  bliss, 
And  building  my  hopes  in  a  region  like  this  ; 
I  look  for  a  city  whicli  hands  have  not  piled, 
I  pant  for  a  country  by  sin  undefiled. 

3.  The  thora  and  the  thistle  around  me  may  grow, 
I  would  not  sit  down  upon  roses  below  ; 

I  ask  not  my  portion,  I  seek  not  my  rest. 
Until  I  shall  find  them  in  Jesus'  kind  breast. 

4.  Afflictions  may  damp  me — they  cannot  destroy. 
One  glimpse  of  his  love  turns  them  all  into  joy  ; 
And  the  bitterest  tears,  if  he  smile  but  on  them, 
Like  dew  in  the  sunshine,  grow  diamond  and  gem. 

5.  "With  a  scrip  on  my  back,  and  a  staff  in  my  hand, 
I  am  marching  on  to  Immanuel's  land  ; 

The  way  may  be  rough,  but  it  cannot  be  long. 

So  I'll  smooth  it  with  hope,  and  I'll  cheer  it  with  sonj 
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1.  ]My  Saviour  dear !  my  Saviour  dear  1 

I  love  to  think  of  thee  I 
Fain  would  I  sound,  through  all  earth's 

Thy  matchless  love  to  me.  [hound, 
Tliy  life  and  death,  while  I  have  hreath, 

^ly  constant  theme  shall  be ; 
And  all  my  ways,  throughout  my  days, 

Shall  speak  thy  love  to  me. 


My  Sa\'iour  dear !  my  Sa%aour  dear ! 

I  long,  I  faint  to  see 
Thy  lovely  face,  in  yon  blest  place 

Thou  hast  prepared  for  me. 
There,  clothed  in  light,   with  angels 

I'll  worship  and  adore ;       [bright. 
And  love  and  praise —  through  endless 

A  trophy  of  this  power.         [days, 
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1.  My  sliepherd  is  the  living  God, 

.Supplying  ev'iy  need ; 
He  sets  me  'mid  the  pastures  green, 

Along  the  quiet  mead  ; 
He  leads  me  where  the  waters  flow 

The  waters  soft  and  still, 
And  homeward  he  will  gently  guide 

My  wand'ring  heart  and  will. 


2. 1  fear  no  ill,  for  thou,  O  Lord, 

"With  me  for  ever  art ; 
Thy  shepherd's  staff,  thy  guiding  rod, 

Uphold  my  fainting  heart. 
Thy  loving  mercy  still  doth  wait. 

Through  all  my  life,  on  me. 
And  I  within  my  Father's  house. 

For  long  bright  years  shall  be. 


NO.  111.  NEARER,  MY  GOD,  TO  THEE. 
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1,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee ; 
Ev'n  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me; 
Stil]  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee. 

2.  Though  like  a  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  comes  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone  ; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee. 


3.  Here  let  my  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven, 
All  that  thou  sendest  me, 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee. 

4.  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  thy  praise ; 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 
Bethel  I'll  raise, — 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee. 


5.  And  when  on  joj'ful  wing 
Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stare  forgot. 

Upward  I  fly — 
StUl  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee. 


NO.  112.  NOW  BE  THE  GOSPEL  BANNER. 
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1.  Now  be  the  gospel  banner 

In  every  land  unfurled, 
And  be  the  loud  hosannaa 

Re-echoed  through  the  world ; 
Till  every  isle  and  nation, 

Till  every  tribe  and  tongue 
Receive  the  great  salvation. 

And  join  the  happy  throng. 

2.  When  shall  the  voice  of  singing 

Flow  joyfully  along. 
When  hill  and  valley  ringing 
With  one  triumphant  song, 


Proclaims  the  contest  ended, 
And  him  who  once  was  slain, 

Again  to  earth  descended. 
In  righteousness  to  reign. 

3.  Yes,  thou  shalt  reign  for  ever, 

O  Jesus,  king  of  kings  ! 
Thy  light,  thy  love,  thy  favour, 

Each  ransomed  captive  sings. 
The  isles  for  thee  are  waiting, 

The  deserts  learn  thy  praise. 
The  hills  and  valleys  greeting, 

The  song  responsive  raise. 
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1.  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee ; 
Ev'n  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me ; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee. 

2.  Though  like  a  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  comes  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone  ; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee. 


3.  Here  let  my  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven. 
All  that  thou  sendest  me, 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee. 

4.  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  thy  praise ; 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 
Bethel  I'll  raise, — 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee. 


5.  And  when  on  joyful  wing 
Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stai's  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly — 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee. 


NO.  112.  NOW  BE  THE  GOSPEL  BANNER. 
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1.  Now  be  the  gospel  banner 

In  every  land  unfurled, 
And  be  the  loud  hosannas 

Ee-echoed  through  the  world  ; 
TiU  every  isle  and  nation, 

Till  every  tribe  and  tongue 
Receive  the  great  salvation. 

And  join  the  happy  throng. 

2.  When  shall  the  voice  of  singing 

Flow  joyfully  along, 
"When  hill  and  valley  ringing 
With  one  triumphant  song, 


I 
Proclaims  the  contest  ended, 

And  him  who  once  was  slain, 
Again  to  earth  descended, 

In  righteousness  to  reign. 

3.  Yes,  thou  shalt  reign  for  ever, 

O  Jesus,  king  of  kings  ! 
Thy  light,  thy  love,  thy  favour, 

Each  ransomed  captive  sings. 
The  isles  for  thee  are  waiting. 

The  deserts  learn  thy  praise. 
The  hills  and  valleys  greeting. 

The  song  responsive  raise. 


NO.  113.  NOW  THAT  MY  JOURNEY. 
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Now  that  my  journey's  just  begun, 

i\Iy  course  so  little  trod, 
I'll  stay,  before  I  farther  run, 

And  give  myself  to  God. 
"^Tiat  sorrows  may  my  steps  attend, 

I  cannot  now  foretell ; 
But  if  the  Lord  will  be  my  friend, 

I  know  that  all  is  well. 
If  I  am  rich,  he'll  guard  my  heart 

Temptation  to  withstand ; 


And  make  me  willing  to  impart 
The  bounties  of  his  hand. 

4.  If  1  am  poor,  he  can  supply 

AVho  has  my  table  spread  ; 
Who  feeds  the  ravens  when  they  cry, 
And  iills  his  poor  with  bread. 

5.  And,  Lord,  whatever  grief  or  ill 

For  me  may  be  in  store. 
Make  me  submissive  to  thy  will, 
And  I  would  ask  no  more. 


NO.  114.  OH!  WHAT  HAS  JESUS  DONE? 
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1.  Oh!  what  has  Jesus  done  for  me? 

He  came  from  the  land  of  Canaan  ; 
He  groan'd  and  died  upon  the  tree. 

That  I  miirht  go  to  Canaan. 
A  glorious  crown  appears  in  view 
In  that  bright  land  of  Canaan ; 
A  palm  of  i-oyal  ^-ict'ry  too ; 
Come  let  us  go  to  Canaan. 

Canaan,  bright  Canaan, 

The  glorious  land  of  Canaan ; 
Oh.  Canaan  is  a  happy  place. 
Come  let  us  go  to  Canaan. 

2.  When  I  shall  join  that  blessed  throng 
In  the  glorious  land  of  Canaan, 


r 

I'U  sing  the  great  Redeemer's  song 
With  the  happy  saints  of  Canaiiu, 

There  Jesus  sits  upon  his  throne. 
Exalted  high  in  Canaan  ; 

Inviting  all  his  children  home, 

To  dwell  with  him  in  Canaan.— Canaar 


I 
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3.  Come,  sinner,  turn  and  go  with  me. 

For  Jesus  waits  iu  Canaan, 
With  angels  bright  to  welcome  thee 

To  all  the  joys  of  Canaan. 
Come  freely  to" salvation's  streams; 

They  sweetly  flow  iu  Canaan  ; 
There  everlasting  glory  beams 

Around  his  throne  in  Canaan.— Ca?iaan  ic. 


NO.  115.  ONWARD,  STILL  ONWARD. 
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2.  Thorn-pierced  and  weary,  no  pause  for  a  day. 
Priceless  the  blood  that  is  maj-kiug  the  way ; 
What  tho'  the  voice  of  temptation  should  urge 
Simmer  paths— thou  wouldst  find  them  diverge. 
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1.  Onward,  still  onward,  the  pathway  is  straight, 
Narrow  the  way  to  the  beautiful  gate ; 
Cheer'd  by  thy  fellows,  or  pressing  alone, 
Falter  not.  faint  not,  the  troal  is  thine  own. 


3.  Know  thou  art  nearing  the  river,  perchance 
Only  the  mai-ch  of  a  day  in  advance  ! 
Over  the  flood,  lo  !  the  shining  ones  wait. 
With  thee  to  enter  the  beautiful  gate. 


NO.  116.  OH!  COME  LET  US  SING. 
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Though    high      as        a      moiin  -tain.    Ha  -  le    -    lu   -  jah     to      the   Lamb,  "Who  hath 


,  Oh,  come  let  us  sing 

To  the  God  of  salvation, 
To  Jesus  our  king, 

^Tio  hath  brought  consolation ; 
Who  in  his  o-mi  body 

Hath  opened  a  fountain 
To  cleanse  all  our  sins, 
Though  high  as  a  mountain. 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb, 

"VMio  hath  botight  us  a  pardon ; 
"We  will  praise  him  again 
When  we've  pass'd  over  Jordan. 


2.  Though  our  hearts  are  depraved, 
Though  with  sin  we  are  burden'd, 
Our  souls  may  be  saved. 
And  our  sins  may  be  pardon'd  ; 


And  Jesus,  our  Saviour, 
Hath  promised  to  bless  us, 

And  free  us  for  ever 
From  those  that  oppress  us. 

Hallelujah,  dr. 

.  The  hour  may  be  nigh, 

When  our  bosoms,  faint  heaving, 
Shall  breathe  their  last  sigh 
In  the  peace  of  believing : 
And  thou  from  our  pillow 
All  darkness  dispelling, 
Wilt  calm  the  rude  billow 
Of  Jordan's  proud  swelling. 

Hallelujah,  d'C. 


NO.  117.  0  COME,  IN  LIFE'S  GAY  MORNING. 
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O  come,  in  life's  gay  morning, 

Ere  in  thy  sunny  way 
The  flowers  of  hope  have  withered, 

And  sorrow  end  thy  day. 
Come,  while  from  joy's  bright  fountain 

The  streams  of  pleasure  flow, 
Come,  ere  thy  buoyant  spirits 

Have  felt  the  blight  of  woe. 


2.  "Remember  thy  Creator" 

Kow  in  thy  youthfiil  days. 
And  he  will  guide  thy  footsteps 

Through  Hfe's  uncertain  maze. 
"Remember  thy  Creator," 

He  calls  in  tones  of  love. 
And  offers  deathless  glories 

In  brighter  worlds  above. 


And  in  the  hour  of  sadness, 

■\Mien  earthly  joys  depart, 
His  love  shall  be  thy  solace, 

And  cheer  thy  drooping  heart. 
And  when  life's  storm  is  over, 

And  thou  from  earth  art  free, 
Thy  God  will  be  thy  portion 

Throughout  eternity. 


NO.  118.  OH,  FOR  THE  ROBES  OF  WHITENESS. 
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1.  Oh,  for  the  robes  of  whiteness  I 

Oh,  for  the  tearless  eyes  I 
Oh,  for  the  glorious  brightness 

Of  the  unclouded  skies ! 
Oh,  for  the  no  more  weeping, 

AVithin  the  land  of  love, 
The  endless  joy  of  keeping 

The  bridal  feast  above  ! 


2.  Oh.  for  the  bliss  of  flying, 

My  risen  Lord  to  meet ! 
Oh,  for  the  rest  of  lying 

For  ever  at  his  feet ! 
Oh.  for  the  hour  of  seeing 

My  Sa^•iour  face  to  face  ! 
The  hope  of  ever  being 

In  that  sweet  meeting-place. 


3.  Jesus  I  thou  king  of  gloiy, 

I  soon  shall  dweU  with  thee, 
I  soon  shall  sing  the  story 

Of  thy  great  love  to  me. 
Meanwhile,  my  thoughts  shall  enter 

E'en  now  before  thy  throne, 
That  all  my  love  may  centre 

On  thee,  and  thee  alone. 


NO.  119.  0  JESUS,  MIGHTY  SAVIOUR. 
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1.  O  Jesus,  mighty  Saviour, 

I  trust  in  thy  great  name, 
I  look  for  thy  salvation. 

Thy  promise  now  I  claim ; 
l\Iy  body,  soul,  and  spirit, 

Jesus,  I  give  to  thee, 
A  consecrated  offering 

Thine  evermore  to  be ! 


2.  Oh,  let  the  fire  descending 

Just  now  upon  my  soul, 
Consume  my  humble  offering, 

And  cleanse  and  make  me  whole ; 
I'm  thine,  O  blessed  Jesus, 

"Washed  by  thy  precious  blood, 
Now  seal  me  by  thy  Spirit 

A  sacrifice  to  God. 


NO.  120.  0  JESUS,  THOU  THE  BEAUTY  ART. 
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1.  O  Jesus,  thou  the  beauty  art 

Of  angel  worlds  above  ; 
Thy  name  is  music  to  the  heart, 

Inflaming  it  with  love. 
O  most  dear  Jesus,  hear  the  sighs 

Which  unto  thee  we  send  ; 
To  thee  our  inmost  spirit  cries, 

To  thee  our  prayers  ascend. 


2.  Abide  with  us,  and  let  thy  light 

Shine,  Lord,  on  every  heart ; 
Dispel  the  darkness  of  our  night, 

And  joy  to  all  impart. 
Jesus,  our  love  and  joy,  to  thee 

The  Father's  holy  Son 
AU  might  and  praise  and  glory  be 

AVhile  endless  ages  run. 


NO.  121.  0  PARADISE 
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1.  0  Paradise  !  0  Paradise  I 

"Who  doth  not  crave  for  rest? 
AVho  would  not  seek  the  happy  land 
Where  all  in  Christ  are  blest. 
Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 
Stand  ever  in  the  light, 
All  rapture  through  and  through, 
In  God's  most  holy  sight. 

2.  0  Paradise  1  0  Paradise  ! 

I  want  to  sin  no  more, 
I  want  to  be  as  pure  as  those 
Who  stand  on  yonder  shore. 

Where,  loyal  hearts,  dc. 


3.  0  Paradise  !  0  Paradise  ! 

I  greatly  long  to  see, 
The  special  house  my  dearest  Lord 
Is  fitting  up  for  me. 

Where  loyal  hearts,  ic. 

4.  0  Paradise  !  O  Paradise ! 

1  feel  'twill  not  be  long. 
Patience,  I  almost  think  I  hear 
Faint  echoes  of  their  song 

Where  loyal  hearts..  &c. 


^NO.  122.  0  SHALL  I  WEAR  A  STARLESS  CROWN? 
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1 .  Oh  shall  I  wear  a  starless  crown 
In  yonder  world  of  glory, 

Or  will  some  little  friend  "be  found, 
To  whom  I've  told  the  story: 

The  wond'rous  story  of  the  cross, 
The  sufF rings  of  "the  Saviour, 

"NMio  died  that  he  from  worldly  joys 
Might  win  us  to  his  favour. 

2.  A  youthful  army  now  we  stand 
Our  captain's  word  is  given, 

We'll  onward  move,  his  blest  command 
"Will  guide  us  on  to  heaven. 


■\.Mien  serried  hosts  shall  gather  round 

The  Lamb  on  Zion's  mountain, 
Oh,  there  may  we  in  ranks  be  found, 

Beside  that  healing  fountain. 
3.  In  love  we  now  entreat  you  all 

To  join  our  noble  army; 
Though  sorrow  here  may  sometimes  fall. 

And  skies  look  dark  and  stormy, 
Beyond  the  dark,  beyond  the  gloom, 

A  day  of  light  is  gleaming ; 
And  gloiy,  brighter  than  the  sun, 

On  every  face  is  beaming. 


NO.  123.  OH,  LET  OUR  SABBATH. 


Oh,  let  our  Sabbath  evening  song 

Like  holy  incense  rise ; 
And  let  the  praises  of  our  tongue 

Ascend  the  lofty  skies. 

Through  all  the  dangers  of  the  day, 
Thy  hand  was  still  our  guard; 

And  still,  to  keep  each  want  away, 
Thy  goodness  was  prepared. 


Thy  richest  blessings  from  above 

Encompass'd  us  around ; 
But  yet  how  few  returns  of  love 

Hast  thou,  our  Father,  foiind ! 

Oh,  wash  from  sin  our  guilty  heart, 
"WTien  to  the  cross  we  flee ; 

And  let  thy  Spirit  gi'ace  impart, 
That  we  may  live  to  thee. 


124.  0  YE  WHO  FEEL. 


125.  WE'RE  TRAVELLING  HOME. 
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124.  FIEST  HYMN. 

1.  0  ye  who  feel  each  other's  woes  ! 

WTio  will  go? 
Go  tell  poor  sinners  Jesus  rose. 

Who  will  go  ? 
Go  preach  the  Saviour's  boundless  grace. 
Go  point  out  Christ,  the  Hiding-place, 
To  everj'  soul  of  Adam's  race. 

Who  will  go? 

2.  Go  forth  to  Afric's  teemtug  laud,— TI^o,  dx. 
'^lidst  China's  mjriads  take  your  stand,  IFAo  dr. 
Tell  India's  millions,  "  Jesus  reigns," 

Let  countless  isles  resound  the  strains. 

From  rocks  and  vales,  or  hills  and  plains.  WJio  dc. 

3.  Go  seek  the  scatter'd  tribes  which  roam,  Who  &c. 
Oppress'd,  despised,  without  a  home,— IFTio,  d:c. 
TeU  the  poor  Jews  Messiah's  come. 

And  in  that  heart  they  pierced,  there's  room 
For  all  who  flee  th'  impending  doom  I — Who,  dc. 

4.  Proclaim  Immanuel's  power  to  save,-TF7w),  etc. 
From  sin  and  Satan,  and  the  grave, — ]Mio,  dc. 
The  silver  tmmpet  sweetly  blow. 

The  great  salvation  plainly  show 

To  black  and  white,  to  friend  and  foe.  —  Who,  dc. 

5.  Lift  up  the  Gospel  standard  high,— TJ'/io,  dtc. 
Rise,  Zion's  watchman  !  rise  and  cry,— ir/io,  dtc. 
"  Behold  !  behold  your  Saviour  King  !  " 

His  praise  rehearse,  his  triumph  sing. 
Till  earth  with  hallelujahs  ring.— JFAo,  <fc. 


125.  SECOND  HYMN. 

1.  We're  travelling  home  to  heaven  above. 

Will  you  go  ? 
To  sing  the  Saviour's  dying  love. 

Will  you  go  ? 
:Millions  have  reached  that  blest  abode. 
Anointed  kings  and  priests  to  God  ; 
And  millions  more  are  on  the  road, — 
WUl  you  go  ? 

2.  We  go  to  meet  the  bleeding  Lamb,— TTiZ?,  dtc. 
In  joyful  strains  to  praise  his  name,— inZ?,  dc. 
The  crown  of  life  we  there  shall  wear. 

The  conqueror's  palms  our  hands  shall  bear. 
And  all  the  joys  of  heaven  share.— inZZ,  d:c. 

3.  We  go  to  join  the  heavenly  choir,— IFiZZ,  dc. 
To  raise  our  voice  and  tune  the  lyre,  — IFiZZ,  dc. 
There  saints  and  angels  gladly  sing 
Hosannah  to  their  God  and  King, 

And  make  the  heavenly  arches  ring. — Will,  dc. 

4.  Ye  weary,  heavj'-laden  come,— TFiH,  d:c. 

In  that  blest  home  there  still  is  room,— IFi??,  dc. 

The  Lord  is  waiting  to  receive 

If  thou  wilt  on  him  now  believe. 

He  will  thy  fainting  soul  relieve.— IFiJ?,  dc. 

5.  Oh  sinner  turn  without  delay, — Will,  &c. 
And  seek  to  find  the  narrow  way, — Will,  dc. 
The  Saviour  cills  aloud  to  thee — 

Take  up  thy  cross  and  follow  me. 

And  thou  shalt  my  salvation  see.— IFiZ7,  dc. 


126.  0  HAPPY  DAY. 
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O  happy  day,  that  fixed  my  choice 

On  thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God  ! 
"Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice. 

And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 
Happy  day  !  hai)py  day  ! 
"S^Tien  Jesus  wash'd  my  sins  away. 
O  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 

To  him  who  merits  all  my  love  ! 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house, 

"WTiile  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. — Hajypy,  d'c. 
'Tis  done — the  great  transaction's  done, 

I  am  my  Lord's,  and  he  is  mine ; 
He  drew  me,  and  I  follow'd  on, 

Charm'd  to  confess  the  voice  divine, — Haj^j^y,  d:c. 
Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart. 

Fixed  on  this  blissful  centre  rest, 
Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart, 

With  him  of  every  good  possess'd. — Happy,  ^c. 
High  heaven,  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 

,That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear  ; 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow, 

And  bless,  in  death,  a  bond  so  dear.  — Happy ^  dr. 


127.  ONE  IS  KIND 


128.  JESUS  LITTLE  CHILDREN. 
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But  this  Friend  will   ne'er     de-ceive  thee. 

0,    how     he        loves! 
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127.  FIRST  HYMN. 

1.  One  is  kind  above  all  others, 

O,  how  he  loves ' 
His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's, 

O,  how  he  loves ! 
Earthly  friends  may  pain  and  grieve  thee. 
One  day  kind,  the  next  day  leave  thee. 
But  thii  friend  wiU  ne'er  deceive  thee, 

O,  how  he  loves ! 

2.  Blessed  Jesus!  would 'st  thou  knowliim,-0,  &c. 
Give  thyself  entirely  to  him,--0,  liow,  &c. 

Is  it  siu  that  pains  and  grieves  thee? 

Unbelief  or  trials  seize  thee  ? 

Jesus  can  from  all  release  thee,— 0,  hoxo,  £c. 

3.  He's  thy  friend:  he  died  to  save  thee,— 0,  £c. 
All  through  life  he  will  not  leave  thee,-  0,  dx. 
Think  no  more  of  friendships  hoUow, 

Take  his  easy  yoke  and  foUow, 

Jesus  carries  all  thy  sorrow, — 0,  Juno,  dtc. 

4.  All  thy  sins  shall  be  forgiven, — 0,  Twv.\  £c. 
Backward  all  thy  foes  be  driven, — 0,  how,  £c. 
Every  blessing'  he'll  provide  thee. 

Nought  but  good  shall  e'er  betide  thee. 
Safe  to  glory  he  will  gtude  thee,— 0,  hnvj,  £e. 


128.  SECOND  HYMN, 

1.  Jesus  little  children  blesses, 

O,  how  he  loves  ! 
Fondly  he  each  lamb  caresses, 

0,  how  he  loves  I 
Would  you  wish  to  go  to  heaven  ? 
Ask,  and  have  your  sins  forgiven  r 
None  from  him  were  ever  driven, 

0,  how  he  loves  ! 

2.  He  will  listen  to  your  prayer,— 0,  how,  £c. 
Although  feeble,  if  sincere,— 0,  Tioiv,  dec. 
He  became  a  child,  to  sever 

You  from  sin  and  Satan  ever  ; 

Those  who  come  he'U  cast  out  never, — 0,  £c. 

3.  Tnist  him— he  will  ne'er  forget  you,— 0,  £c. 
His  almighty  arm  protects  you,— 0,  how,  £c. 
Truly  he  will  ne'er  forsake  you, 

But  to  endless  glory  take  you, 

Ever,  ever  happy  make  you,— 0,  how,  £c. 


129.  ONWARD,  CHRISTIAN. 
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130.  HARK  THE  SWELLING. 
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129.  FIRST  HYMN. 

Onward,  Christian  soldiers. 

Marching  as  to  war, 
With  the  cross  of  Jesus 

Going  on  before. 
Christ  the  royal  master 

Leads  against  the  foe, 
Forward  into  battle, 

See,  his  banners  go.— 0/i.ward,  &c. 

Like  a  mighty  army 
Moves  the  church  of  God; 

Brothers,  we  are  treading 
Where  the  saints  have  trod ; 


130.  SECOND  HYMN. 

1.  Hark,  the  swelling  breezes. 

Rising  from  afar. 
Bring  the  sounds  of  conflict 

From  the  holy  war. 
God  is  with  our  armies. 

He  the  word  has  given  ; 
He  is  watching  o'er  you. 

Messengers  of  heaven. — Hark, 

2.  Go,  thou  mighty  Saviour, 

Conquering  on  thy  way ; 
Night,  upon  the  mountains. 
Changing  into  day  ; 


£c. 


NO.  129— Continued. 

"We  are  not  divided, 

All  one  body  we, 
One  in  hope,  and  doctrine, 

One  in  cha.nty.—Onirard,  dx. 

3.  Onward,  then,  ye  people, 

Join  our  happy  throng, 
Blend  with  ours  your  voices, 

In  the  triumph  song  ; 
Glory,  praise,  and  honour. 

Unto  Christ  the  king, 
This  through  countless  ages 

Men  and  angels  sing.— Onward,  &c. 


NO.  I'^Qi- Continaed. 

Idols  bow  before  thee, 

Heathen  temples  fall ; 
Soon  the  world  shall  own  thee 

Victor  over  all.— Hark,  £c. 

O  thoii  blessed  Saviour, 

Reigning  now  on  high, 
May  thy  faithful  sohiiers 

Find  tliee  ever  nigh  ; 
Bid  their  glorious  mission 

Spread  from  sea  to  sea. 
Till  the  whole  creation 

Worship  only  thee. — Hark,  dr. 


NO.  131.  THE  LORD'S  PRAYER. 
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1.   Our  Father  in  heaven, 

■\Ve  hallow  thy  name, 
May  thy  kingdom  holy 

On  earth  be  the  same ; 
O  give  to  us  daily 

Our  portion  of  bread ; 
It  is  from  thy  bounty 

That  all  must  be  fed. 


Forgive  our  transgression, 

And  teach  us  to  know 
That  humble  compassion 

"Which  pardons  each  foe. 
Keep  us  from  temptation. 

From  weakness  and  sin, 
And  thine  be  the  glory. 

For  ever,  Amen. 
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NO.  132- 

One  by  one  we  cross  the  river, 

One  by  one  we're  passing  o'er ; 
One  by  one  the  crowns  are  given, 

On  the  bright  and  happy  shore. 
Youth  and  chiklhood  oft  are  passing 

O'er  the  dark  and  rolling  tide, 
And  the  blessed,  holy  Spirit, 

Is  the  dying  Christian's  guide, 
And  the  loving  gentle  Spirit 

Bears  them  o'er  the  rolling  tide. 
One  by  one  we  come  to  Jesus, 

As  we  hear  his  gentle  voice ; 
One  by  one  his  vineyard  enter. 

There  to  labour  and  rejoice. 
One  by  one  sweet  flow'rs  we  gather. 


Co7itinned. 

In  the  glorious  work  of  love,- 
Garlands  for  the  blessed  Saviour, 

Gather  for  the  realms  above. 
And  the  loving,  gentle  Spirit 

Bears  them  to  our  home  of  love. 
3.  One  by  one  the  hea\^-  laden, 

Sink  beneath  the  noontide  sun ; 
And  the  aged  pilgrim  welcomes 

Evening  shadows  as  they  come. 
One  by  one  with  sins  forgiven. 

May  we  stand  upon  the  shore, 
"^A'aiting  till  the  blessed  Spirit 

Takes  our  hand  and  guides  us  o'er, 
And  the  loving,  gentle  Spirit 

Leads  us  to  the  shining  shore. 


„N0.  133.  ONE  THERE  IS  ABOVE  ALL  OTHERS. 

n't    .    _J^ Uh._^ 


#— i 


zz 


o-thers.  Well  deserves  the  name      of  friend; 


His 


^11     -rill 

is    love    be    -    yond   a     bro-ther'.s. 


Cost 


U      I  U  I      •'! 

ly,  free,     aud      knows  no 


x=£: 


end! 


.— 1- 


-4- 


m 


-0 — 0- 


I 

They 

— #- 


I     I    '  U      I     I        I  I 

who  ouce     his        kind-ness     prove.         Find 
■-•-3*- 


last  -  ins; 


I 
love. 


?c=p: 


i^t: 


u 


t=t=2z 


i 


One  there  is  above  all  others, 
"Well  deserves  the  name  of  friend ; 

His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's, 
Costly,  free,  and  knows  no  end ! 

They  who  once  his  kindness  prove, 

Find  it  everlasting  love. 

"WTiich  of  all  our  friends  to  save  us 
Could  or  would  have  shed  his  blood; 

But  our  Jesus  died  to  have  us 


Reconciled  in  him  to  God ; 
This  was  boundless  love  indeed, 
Jesus  is  a  friend  in  need. 
O  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften ! 

Teach  us.  Lord,  at  length  to  love ; 
We,  alas  !  forget  too  often 

What  a  friend  we  have  above ; 
But  when  home  our  souls  are  brought. 
We  will  love  thee  as  we  ought. 


NO.  134.  OUR  BLEST  REDEEMER. 
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1.  Our  blest  Eedeemer,  ere  he  breathed 

His  tender  last  farewell, 
A  guide,  a  comforter,  bequeathed 
With  us  to  dwell. 

2.  He  came  sweet  influence  to  impai-t, 

A  gracious  willing  guest, 
While  he  can  find  one  humble  heart, 
AVherein  to  rest. 


3.  And  his  that  gentle  voice  we  hear, 

Soft  as  the  breath  of  even,  [each  fe 
That  checks  each  thought,  that  cal 
And  sjjeaks  of  heaven. 

4.  Spirit  of  purity  and  grace, 

Our  weakness,  pitj-ing,  see  : 
O  make  our  hearts  thy  dwelling- plac 
And  worthier  thee. 


NO.  135.  OUT  ON  AN  OCEAN. 
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We're  home-ward    bound,     home-waid    bouud. 
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Out  on  an  ocean  all  boundless  we  ride  ;  —  We're  homeward  bound. 

Toss'd  on  the  waves  of  a  rough,  restless  tide;— We're  homeward  bound. 

Far  from  the  safe  quiet  harbour  we've  rode, 

Seeking  our  Father's  celestial  abode  ; 

Promise  of  which  on  us  each  he  bestoVd; — We're  homeward  boundl 

Wildly  the  storm  sweejjs  us  on  as  it  roars;—  We're,  <i;c. 

See  yonder  dawns  the  celestial  shores.  —  We're,  d'C. 

Come,  trembling  sinner,  forlorn  and  oppressed, 

Come  to  the  Saviour,  oh  come  and  be  blest : 

.Journey  with  us  to  the  mansions  of  rest, —  We're,  d:c. 

Down  the  horizon  the  earth  disappears, — We're,  d'C. 

.Joyful,  oh  brethren,  no  sighing  or  fears, —  We'i'e,  d:c. 

Listen  what  music  comes  soft  o'er  the  sea— 

"  Welcome,  thrice  welcome,  and  blessed  are  ye  !  " 

Can  it  the  greeting  of  paradise  be  ?—  We^re,  d'C. 

Into  the  harbour  of  heaven  we  glide; — We're  home  at  last! 

Softly  we  rest  on  its  bright  silver  tide; — We're  home  at  last! 

Gloiy  to  Jesus,  our  dangers  are  o'er, 

Safely  we  stand  on  the  radiant  shore ; 

Glory  to  God,  we  A^ill  shout  evermore  ! — We're  home  at  last. 


NO.  136.  0  JESUS,  KING  MOST  WONDERFUL. 
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1.  O  Jesus,  king  most  wonderful, 

Thou  conqueror  renown'd, 

Thou  sweetness  most  ineffable, 

In  whom  all  joys  are  found! 

2.  "SMien  once  thou  visitest  the  heart 

Then  truth  begins  to  shine, 
Then  earthly  vanities  depart, 
Then  kindles  love  di\'ine. 


3.  O  Jesus,  light  of  all  below, 

Thou  fount  of  li-ving  fire, 
Surpassing  all  the  joys  we  knov/ 
And  all  we  can  desire ; 

4.  Jesus,  may  all  confess  thy  name, 

Thy  wondrous  love  adore ; 
And,  seeking  thee,  themselves  inflar 
To  seek  thee  more  and  more. 


NO.  137.  ONLY  JUST  ACROSS  THE  RIVER. 
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Only  just  across  the  river, 

Over  on  the  other  side, 
"VThere  the  angels  are  in  waiting, 

And  the  pure  in  heart  abide ; 
"Where  there  is  no  pain  or  sorrow 

To  intrude  on  heavenly  rest, 
Only  just  across  the  river. 
Stand  the  mansions  of  the  blest. 
Only  just  across  the  river, 
"Where  the  saints  are  passing  over, 
Only  just  across  the  river, 
Over  on  the  other  side. 

.  Only  just  across  the  river 

Are  the  friends  we  loved  below. 
Clad  in  pure  and  spotless  garments. 

That  are  whiter  than  the  snow. 
They  have  braved  cold  Jordan's  billows, 

And  have  pass'd  thro' death's  alarms. 
They  are  free  from  every  sorrow, 

IntheSa\-iour's  loving  arms.  Onhj,<kc. 


3.  Only  just  across  the  river, 

"SMiere  the  hills  of  gloiy  shine, 
There  the  pearly  gates  unfolding, 

Lead  the  soul  to  joys  di-v-ine. 
There  the  tree  of  life  is  blooming, 

And  the  living  waters  glide, 
Only  just  across  the  river. 

Over  on  the  other  side.— Oh^^?/,  6.C. 

4.  Only  just  across  the  river 

Are  the  robes  of  spotless  white ; 
Only  just  across  the  river 

Are  the  crowns  of  glory  bright, 
And  the  saints  and  angels  joining 

In  the  songs  witli  one  accord, 
Only  just  across  the  river. 

Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lord.  Only  ^tfrc. 
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1.  Oh,  when  shall  I  see  Jesus, 

And  reign  with  him  above, 
And  from  that  floAving  fountain 

Drink  everlasting  love, 
^Vhen  shall  I  he  delivered 

From  this  vain  world  of  sin, 
And  with  my  blessed  Jesus, 

Drink  endless  pleasures  in. 


2.  But  now  I  am  a  soldier, 

jNIy  captain's  gone  before ; 
I'll  fight  beneath  his  banner, 

Till  life's  great  strife  is  o'er. 
And  if  I  prove  but  faithful, 

A  glorious  crown  he'll  give. 
And  A\-ith  his  faithfu)  soldiers, 

Eternal  life  shall  have. 


NO.  139.  ONWARD  FOR  THE  GLORIOUS  PRIZE. 
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.  Onward  for  the  glorious  prize, 

Onward  yet  I  onward  yet ! 
Strait,  but  clear  before  thine  eyes, 
See  thy  homeward  jjathway  lies  : 
Rest  is  not  beneath  the  skies, 

Onward  yet !  onward  yet  I 
Rest  is  not  beneath  the  skies, 
Onward,  onward  yet. 

,  Linger  not  through  coward  fear, 
Onward  yet !  onward  yet  I 

Though  thy  way  be  dark  and  drear. 

Is  not  Jesus  ever  near — 

Still  to  bless,  to  guide  and  cheer? 
Onward  yet  I  onward  yet ! 

Still  to  bless,  to  guide  and  cheer, 
Onward,  onward  yet. 


3.  In  the  way  thy  Saviour  trod, 

Onward  yet !  onward  yet  I 
Gladly  bearing  every  load, 
Meekly  bending  to  the  rod, 
"Walking  humbly  with  thy  God, 

Onward  yet !  onward  yet ! 
"Walking  humbly  with  thy  God, 

Onward,  onward  yet. 

4.  Rest  not  here,  but  onward  haste, 

Onward  yet !  onward  yet ! 
Till  each  danger  shall  be  past, 
Everj'  foe  beneath  thee  cast, 
Till  thou  gain  thy  home  at  last, 

Onward  yet  I  onward  yet ! 
Till  thou  gain  thy  home  at  last, 

Onward,  onward  yet. 


NO.  140.  PASS  AWAY,  EARTHLY  JOY. 
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1.  Pass  away,  earthly  joy, — Jesus  is  mine  ; 
Break  every  mortal  tie, — Jesus  is  mine  ; 
Dark  is  the  wilderness, 

Distant  the  resting-place  ; 

Jesus  alone  can  bless  !  —Jesus  is  mine. 

2.  Tempt  not  my  soul  away,— Jesus  is  mine  ; 
Here  would  I  ever  stay, — Jesus  is  mine  ; 
Perishing  things  of  clay. 

Born  but  for  one  brief  day, 

Pass  from  my  heart  away, — Jesus  is  mine, 

3.  Fare-ye-well,  dreams  of  night,— Jesus  is  mine 
]Mine  is  a  dawning  bright, — Jesus  is  mine  ; 
All  that  my  soul  has  tried 

Left  but  a  dismal  void, 

Jesus  has  satisfied, — Jesus  is  mine. 

4.  Farewell,  mortality, — Jesus  is  mine  ; 
"Welcome,  eternity,— Jesus  is  mine  ; 
"Welcome,  ye  scenes  of  rest, 
"V\'elcome,  ye  mansions  blest, 

"Welcome,  a  Saviour's  breast,— Jesus  is  mine. 


NO.  141.  PRAISE,  0  PRAISE. 
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1.  Praise,  O  praise  our  God  and  king  ! 
Hymns  of  adoration  sing ; 

For  his  mercies  still  endure. 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

2.  Praise  Him  that  he  made  the  sun 
Day  by  day  his  course  to  run  ; 

For  his  mercies  still  endure, 
Ever  faithf \U,  ever  sure  : 

3.  And  the  silver  moon  by  night, 
Shining  with  her  gentle  light ; 

For  his  mercies  still  endure, 
Ever  faithfvd,  ever  sure. 

4.  Praise  Him  that  he  gave  the  rain 
To  mature  the  swelling  gi-ain  ; 

For  his  mercies  still  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure ; 


0.  And  hath  bid  the  fruitful  field 
Crops  of  precious  increase  yield  ; 
For  his  mercies  still  endure. 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

6.  Praise  Him  for  our  Han'est-store, 
He  hath  filled  the  garner-floor ; 

For  his  mercies  still  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure  ; 

7.  And  for  richer  food  than  this, 
Pledge  of  everlasting  bliss  ; 

For  his  mercies  still  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

8.  Glory  to  our  bounteous  King  I 
Glory  let  creation  sing  ! 

Glory  to  the  Father,  Son, 
And  blest  Spirit,  Three  in  One. 


NO.  142.  RIVER  OF  DEATH. 
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1.  Kiver  of  death,  thy  stream  I  see, 
Between  the  bright  city  of  rest  and  me ; 
Fearless  thy  saljle  surge  I'll  brave. 

For  sweet  is  the  jn-ospect  beyond  thy  wave. 
"Waft  me,  oh,  waft  me  safely  o'er, 
And  land  me,  dear  Sa\'iour,  on  Canaan's  shore. 

2.  Why  should  I  fear  to  stem  thy  tide, 

"With  him  who  has  loved  me  as  guard  and  giiide  : 
"Wisdom  and  power  control  thy  flood, 
"\Miile  faith  says  my  passage  was  paid  with  blood. 
Waft  me,  dr. 

3.  What  is  it  gilds  thy  darksome  foam, 

'Tis  light  shining  forth  from  my  happy  home, 
Music  that  thrills  my  soul  to  hear, 
Seems  floating  me  over  thy  surface  drear. 
Waft  me,  dr. 

4.  Help  me,  I  feel  the  waters  rise, 

Yet  visions  of  glory  still  glad  my  eyes, 
Saviour,  I  come  -  I  soon  shall  be 
Among  the  blest  purchase  of  Calvary. 
Waft  me,  dc. 


NO.  143.  RAISE  ON  HIGH. 
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1.  Raise  on  high  the  loud  hosanna, 

Let  the  hymn  of  praise  be  sung, 
Unto  him  who  every  blessing 
On  our  path  hath  richly  flung  ; 

AVho  hath  led  us 
Pastures  green  and  fair  among. 

2.  Heavenly  Father,  we  adore  thee 

For  thy  wondi'ous  love  and  grace ; 
Early  taught  to  come  before  thee, 
Here  we  seek  thy  smiling  face. 

Be  thou  with  us 
Now  '»vitliin  this  sacred  place. 

.3.  "Won  by  sweetest  invitation. 

Children  once  to  Jesus  came — 
AVe,  to  taste  of  His  salvation, 
Now  approach  in  his  dear  name. 

O  receive  us 
For  his  sake  who  bore  our  shame. 


4.  "We  would  bring  our  offenngs  lowly, 

Hearts  and  lives  all  to  be  thine, 
Father,  make  us  pure  and  holy. 
Sanctified  by  grace  divine; 

Let  thy  image 
In  our  lives  and  actions  shine. 

5.  Let  thy  spirit  ever  guide  us 

Tlirough  life's  dark,  uncertain  way; 
From  the  world's  temptations  hide  us. 
Let  no  foes  or  fears  dismay. 

In  all  trial 
Be  thine  arm  our  constant  stay. 

6.  TiMien  life's  scenes  are  past  for  ever, 

And  earth's  fairest  hopes  have  flo^vn, 
May  we  rest  where  death  comes  never, 
Where  no  sin  or  pain  is  known; 

Then  thy  praises 
Sing  in  sweeter,  purer  tone. 


NO.  144.  RETURN,  0  WANDERER. 
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1.  Eeturn,  O  wand'rer,  to  thy  home, 
Thy  Father  calls  for  thee ; 
Ko  longer  now  an  exile  roam 

In  sin  and  misery: — Return,  return. 


2.  Return,  O  wand'rer,  to  thy  home, 
'Tis  Jesus  calls  for  thee  ; 
The  Spirit  and  the  Bride  say,  Come. 

O,  then,  for  refuge  flee :— Return,  return. 

3.  Return,  O  wand'rer,  to  thy  home, 
'Tis  madness  to  delay ; 
There  is  no  pardon  in  the  tomb, 

And  brief  is  mercy's  day  •.—Return,  return. 


NO.  145.  RAISE  ME  HIGHER. 
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Raise  me  higher,  raise  me  hiirher. 

Out  of  sin's  dark  gloomy  sea  ; 
To  the  Saviour  bring  me  nigher. 

Who  was  crucified  for  me. 
C'ome,  ye  angels,  spread  your  bright  wings, 

Bear  me  to  Golgotha's  "height  ; 
Man's  redemption  there  was  finish'd. 

Let  me  see  the  wondrous  sight. 
Raise  me  higher,  raise  me  higher. 

From  the  tires  of  pain  and  woe  ; 
Ever  nigher,  ever  nigher. 

Sorrow's  flames  around  me  glow. ' 


Come,  ye  angels,  spread  your  bright  wings, 

Bear  me  up  to  Tabor's  height. 
Let  me  see  the  Saviour's  glory, 

Grief  shall  vanish  at  the  sight. 
,  Raise  me  higher,  raise  me  higher. 

From  this  vain  world's  empty  glare ; 
To  Mount  Zion  bring  me  nieher. 

To  the  light  and  glorj'  there. 
Come,  ye  angels,  spread  your  bright  wings. 

Bear  roe  to  the  laud  of  rest. 
Open  wide  the  pearly  portals, 

Bear  me  to  my  Saviour's  breast ! 
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NO.  146.  ROCK  OF  AGES. 
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1.  Rock  of  Ages !  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee  I 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 
From  thy  wounded  side  that  flowed, 
Be  of  sin  the  double  cure ; 
Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 


Not  the  labour  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfil  thy  law's  demands ; 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know — 
Could  my  teara  for  ever  flow, 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone ; 
Thru  must  save,  and  thou  alone. 


3.  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring; 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling ; 
Naked,  come  to  tbee  for  dress  ; 
Helpless,  look  to  thee  for  grace  ; 
Tile.  I  to  the  fountain  fly — 
"Wash  me,  Savioiir,  or  I  die  ! 

4.  TMiile  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath : 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  death; 
"NMien  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown 
See  thee  on  thy  judgment  throne 
Rock  of  Ages  !  cleft  for  me. 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee ! 


NO.  147.  SAVIOUR,  LIKE  A  SHEPHERD. 

Sa-viour,  like    a    shepherd     lead    us.     Much  we  need  thy  ten-der     care; 
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1.  Saviour,  like  a  shepherd  lead  us, 

Much  we  need  thy  tender  care ; 
In  thy  pleasant  pastures  feed  us, 
For  our  use  thy  folds  prepare. 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Thou  hast  bought  us,  thine  we  are. 

2.  "We  are  tliine,  do  thou  befriend  us, 

Be  the  guardian  of  our  way ; 
Keep  thy  flock,  from  sin  defend  us, 
Seek  us  when  we  go  astray. 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Hear,  O  hear  us,  when  we  pray. 


I         ^ 
Thou  hast  promised  to  receive  us. 

Poor  and  sinful  though  we  be ; 
Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 
;  Grace  to  cleanse,  and  power  to  free. 

j  Blessed  Jesus, 

"We  will  early  turn  to  thee. 

Early  let  us  seek  thy  favour, 

Early  let  us  do  thy  will ; 
Blessed  Lord  and  only  Saviour, 

With  thy  love  our  bosoms  fill. 
Blessed  Jesus, 

Thou  hast  loved  us,  love  us  still. 


NO.  148.  SEE  THE  KIND  SHEPHERD. 
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1.  See  the  kind  shepherd,  Jesus,  stands, 

"With  all  engaging  charms  ; 
Hark,  how  he  calls  the  tender  lamhs, 
And  folds  them  in  his  arms. 

2.  "Permit  them  to  approach,"  he  crie.s, 

Nor  scorns  their  humble  name  ; 
For  'tw.is  to  bless  such  souls  as  these 
The  Lord  of  angels  came. 

3.  He'll  l&id  us  to  the  heavenly  streams, 

"NMiere  li\-in:,'  waters  flow  ; 
And  guide  us  to  the  fruitfid  fields, 
Where  trees  of  knowledge  grow. 


4.  The  feeblest  lamb  amidst  the  flock 
Shall  be  its  shepherd's  care  : 
A\^lile  folded  iu  the  Sa^-ioui-'s  anus. 
'\\''e're  safe  from  every  snare. 


NO.  149.  SOON  THIS  MORTAL  LIFE. 
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Soon  this  mortal  life  is  fled. 
Soon  the  daath-shades  o'er  us  spread  ; 
"SMien  is  finish'd  thy  career, 
Sinner  where  wilt  thou  appear  ? 
When  the  world  has  pass'd  away, 
"WTien  draws  near  the  Judgment  day, 
'^^'hea  the  awful  tnimp  shall  sound, 
Say,  oh,  where  wilt  tliou  be  found? 


2.  AVhen  the  Judge  descends  in  liglit, 
Clothed  in  majesty  and  might ; 
"UTien  the  wicked  quail  with  feai-. 
Where,  oh,  where  wHt  thou  appear 
AVhile  the  Holy  Ghost  is  nigh 
Quickly  to  the  SaAiour  fly  ; 
Then  shall  peace  thy  spirit  cheer, 
Then  in  heaven  shalt  thou  appear. 


NO.  150.  SEE  IN  YONDER  MANGER. 
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1.  See,  in  yonder  raan?er  low, 
Bora  for  us  on  earth  below, 
See  the  tender  Lamb  appears. 
Promised  from  eternal  years. 

flail  thou  ever  bie.-ssed  morn, 
Hail  redemption's  happy  dawn ! 
Sing  through  all  Jerusalem, 
Christ  is  bom  in  Bethlehem. 

2.  Lo,  within  a  maiisrer  lies, 

He  who  built  thp  starry  skies, 
He  who  throned  in  micht  sublime, 
Sat  between  the  cherubim.— i?a?7,  &c. 


3.  "  Say  ye  happy  shepherds  say, 
"UTiat  your  joyful  news  to-day, 
^^^lerefore  have  ye  left  your  sheep, 

On  the  lonely  mountain  steep?" — Rail,  dc. 

4.  "As  we  watched  at  dead  of  night, 
Lo,  we  saw  a  wondrous  sifrht, 
Angels  singing  peace  on  earth. 

Told  us  of  the  Saviour's  birth."— i7ai7,  dx. 

5.  Sacred  infant !  all  divine ! 
^\'hat  a  tender  love  was  thine  ! 
Thus  to  come  from  highest  bliss 

Down  to  such  a  world  as  this  \—Hail,  <£c. 


NO.  151.  SHALL  HYMNS  OF  GRATEFUL  LOVE. 


■fill        love 


Shall  hjTnns  of  grateful        love  Throuch  heav'n's  high  ar  -  ches     ring.  And 


Send  the  ec  -  ho, 
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Shall  hj-mns  of  grateful  love 

Through  heaven's  high  arches  ring, 

And  all  the  hosts  above 

Their  songs  of  triunifjh  sing ; 

And  shall  not  we  take  up  the  strain, 
And  send  the  echo  back  again? 

Shall  every  ransomed  tribe 

Of  Adam's  scattered  race, 
To  Christ  all  power  ascribe, 

"N\Tio  saved  them  by  his  grace? 
And  sJuilI,  dec. 


1^ 

3.  Shall  they  adore  the  Lord, 

^Vho  bought  them  with  his  blood, 
And  all  the  love  record. 

That  led  them  home  to  God? 

And  shall,  dx. 

4.  Then  spread  the  joyful  sound, 

The  Saviour's  love  proclaim. 
And  publish  all  around 

Salvation  through  his  name, 
Till  all  the  world  take  up  the  strain, 
And  send  the  echo  back  again. 
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NO.  152.  SHALL  JESUS  SUFFER? 
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1.  Shall  Jesus  suflFer  death  for  me, 

That  I  might  never  die, 
And  I  not  long  his  face  to  see, 
Nor  to  his  bosom  fly  ? 
I'll  go  to  him,  I'll  go  to  him, 

I'll  go  without  delay  ; 
I'll  follow  him,  I'll  follow  him, 
To  bright  and  endless  day. 

2.  Shall  Jesus  call  and  wait  for  me, 

His  arms  extended  wide. 


I 
And  I  refuse  his  child  to  be, 

And  in  his  bosom  hide  ? — Fll  go,  .ir. 

.3.  Shall  Jesus  open  wide  the  gate, 
And  bid  me  enter  in, 
And  I  despise  his  love  so  great. 

And  perish  in  my  sin  ? — FU  go,  dtc. 

4.  No :  to  my  Lord  I'll  go  to-day. 
Take  refuge  in  his  love ; 
I'll  cling  to  him  while  here  I  stay. 
Then  find  a  home  above.  —I'll  go,  dtc. 


NO.  153.  SHALL  WE  GATHER  AT  THE  RIVER. 
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Shall  we  gather  at  the  river, 
Where  bright  angel  feet  have  trod ; 
'ith  its  ciystal  tide  for  ever. 
Flowing  by  the  throne  of  God? 
Yes,  we'll  gather  at  the  river, 

The  beautiful,  the  beautiful  river, 
Gather  with  the  saints  at  the  river. 
That  flows  by  the  throne  of  God. 

On  the  margin  of  the  river, 
Washing  up  its  silver  spray, 


We  will  walk  and  worship  ever, 

All  the  happy  golden  day. — Yes,  dr. 

3.  Ere  we  reach  the  shining  river, 
Lay  we  ev'ry  burden  down ; 

Grace  our  sjiirits  will  deliver. 

And  provide  a  robe  and  crown.  Yes,  d:c. 

4.  Soon  we'll  reach  the  silver  river, 
Soon  our  pilgrimage  will  cease  ; 

Soon  our  happy  hearts  will  quiver 
With  the  melody  of  peace. — Yes,  dr. 


^4^5 


NO.  154.  SHALL  WE  MEET  BEYOND  THE  RIVER. 


^ 


I  ill         I       I       '       '  I        1^    i       1^ 

Shall  we  meet  be-youdthe  ri-ver.   Where  the  sur-ges   cease  to  roll?  Where  iu 


J I    J      ^ 


d_d_^ 


all  the  bright  for  e- ver,       Sorrow  ne'er  shall  press  the  soul?   Shall  we  meet?  shall     we  meet? 

^ 


I        i^      •**      ^  ^      **      ^         I  , *^ 

Shall  we    meet  be  -  yond  the     ri  -  ver.    Where  the   sur  -  ges       cease  to       roU? 
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1.  Shall  Ave  meet  beyond  the  river, 

"\^^iere  the  surges  cease  to  roll? 
WTiere,  in  all  the  bright  for  ever, 
Sorrow  ne'er  shall  press  the  soul? 

Shall  we  meet  beyond  the  river. 
Where  the  surges  cease  to  roU? 

2.  Shall  we  meet  in  yonder  city, 

Where  the  towers  of  crystal  shine?  * 
Where  the  walls  are  all  of  jasper, 
Built  by  workmanship  di\ine? — Shall,  c&c. 

3.  Shall  we  meet  with  many  a  loved  one, 

"N^Tio  was  torn  from  our  embrace? 
Shall  we  listen  to  their  voices, 
And  behold  them  face  to  face?— SAa?/,  cCr, 

4.  Shall  we  meet  with  Christ  our  Saviour, 

When  he  comes  to  claim  his  own? 
Shall  we  have  his  blessed  favour. 

And  sit  with  him  on  his  throne?  -Shall,  die. 


155.  SONGS  OF  PRAISE. 


156.  WINTER'S  DAYS. 
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155.  FIRST  HYMN. 

Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang, 
Heaven  with  hallelujahs  rang, 
"W'hen  Jehovah's  work  begun, 
■WTien  he  spake  and  it  was  done. 
Songs,  djc. 

Songs  of  praise  awoke  the  mom 
When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  born  ; 
Songs  of  praise  arose  when  he 
Captive  led  captivity. 

Swjgs  of,  d-c. 

Heav'n  and  earth  must  pass  away, 
Songs  of  praise  shall  cro-svn  that  day ; 
God  will  make  new  heav'ns  and  earth, 
Songs  of  praise  shall  hail  their  birth. 
Heav'n,  dr. 

Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice. 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice  ; 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love, 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 
Saints,  dc. 


156.  SECOND  HYMN. 

1.  "Winter's  days  of  gloom  are  past, 
Happier  hours  are  come  at  last: 
Flowers  and  blossoms  brightly  spring, 
Birds  amid  the  branches  sing. 

Winter's,  cCr. 

2.  Oh!  how  great  the  love  and  power 
"Which  protecteth  bird  and  flower ! 
At  the  time  appointed,  still 
Bidding  each  its  station  fill. 

Oh,  dx. 

3.  As  with  melody  and  song. 
Joyously  we  pass  along, 

Let  our  hearts  with  rapture  swell 
All  our  Father's  love  to  tell. 
-4  s,  dc. 

4.  Thorns  may  sometimes  strew  the  road, 
B\it  it  leadeth  on  to  God ; 

Let  us  go,  a  pilgrim  band, 
To  that  bright  and  happy  land. 
Thorns,  dc. 
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1.  Sinner,  come,  while  there  's  room, 

"\^1iile  the  feast  is  waiting; 
T^'hile  the  Lord,  hy  his  word, 
Kindly  is  inviting. 

2.  Sinner,  come,  lo,  the  tomb 

Opens  wide  before  thee  ! 

See  death  stand,  lift  his  hand, 

"Waiting  to  destroy  thee. 

3.  Sinner,  come,  'mid  tliy  gloom, 

All  thy  guilt  confessing ; 


Trembling  now,  contrite  bow, 
Take  the  offer'd  blessing. 

4.  Sinner,  come,  see  thy  home 

High  in  heaven  gleaming, 
Jesus  calls,  lift  thine  eye, 
AVith  true  sorrow  streaming. 

5.  Sinner,  come,  ere  thy  doom 

Shall  be  seal'd  for  ever  : 
Now  return,  grieve  and  mourn, 
Flee  to  Christ  the  Saviour. 


NO.  158.  SOON  WILL  SET. 
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1.  Soon  will  set  the  Sabbatli  s\in, 
Soon  the  sacred  day  be  done; 
But  an  endless  rest  remains 
Where  the  glorious  Saviour  reigus. 

2.  Sweet  our  evening  praises  rise 
To  our  JMaker  in  the  skies  ; 
But  a  music  sweeter  far 
Breathes  where  angel  spirits  are. 


3.  Happy  they  on  earth  who  read 
Of  a  Saviour  crucified  ; 
Happier  they  who  see  him  now, 
And  before  his  glory  bow. 

4.  "Who  that  endless  rest  shall  gain, 

"Who  shall  sing  that  glorious  strain? 
They  who  here  the  Saviour  own, 
They  shall  worship  round  his  throne. 


NO.  159.  SUN  OF  MY  SOUL. 
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1.  Sun  of  mj-  soul,  thou  Saviour  dear, 
It  is  not  night  if  thou  be  near ; 

0  may  no  earth-born  cloud  arise 

To  hide  thee  from  thy  servant's  eyes ! 

2.  Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 
For  without  thee  I  cannot  live ; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  thee  I  dare  not  die. 

3.  AVhen  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep. 

Be  my  last  thought — how  sweet  to  rest 
For  ever  on  my  Saviotu-'s  breast ! 

3.  Come  near  and  bless  me  when  I  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  my  way  I  take 
Till,  in  the  ocean  of  thy  love, 

1  lose  myself  in  heaven  above. 


NO.  160.  STAND  UP  FOR  JESUS. 
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1.  stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross  ; 
Lift  high  the  gospel  banner, 

It  must  not  suffer  loss  ; 
From  vict'iy,  unto  vict'ry, 

His  army  shall  he  lead. 
Till  every  foe  be  vanquished. 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 


2.  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Stand  in  his  strength  alone : 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  us ; 

"We  dare  not  trust  our  own : 
Put  on  the  gospel  armour. 

And,  watching  unto  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 


3.  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  strife  will  not  be  long ; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle. 

The  next  the  victor's  song  : 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be 
He  with  the  King  of  Glory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 


NO.  161 


SWEETLY  THE  SABBATH  BELL. 
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1.  Sweetly  the  Sabbath  bell  steals  on  the  ear, 
That  in  the  house  of  prayer  bids  ns  appear, 
"  Children  of  God,"  it  seems  softly  to  say, 

"  Haste  to  your  Father's  house,  hasten  to  pray!" 

2.  Sadly  the  funeral  knell  strikes  on  the  heart, 
"N^Tien  from  then-  earthly  home  kind  friends  depart, 
How  like  a  warning  A'oice  sent  from  on  high — 
Bidding  gay  mortals  think  they,  too,  must  die ! 


3.  Oft  as  the  Sabbath  chimes  summon  to  pray. 
May  we  their  holy  call  gladly  obey ; 
That  when  the  last  sad  knell  for  us  shall  sound, 
Ready  our  Judge  to  meet  we  may  be  found. 


NO.  162.  THERE  IS  A  FOUNTAIN. 
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1 .  There  is  a  fountain  fiU'd  with  blood, 
Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins ; 

And  sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

2.  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
That  fountain  in  his  day ; 

And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he, 
"Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

3.  Dear  djdng  Lamb,  thy  precious  blood 
Shall  never  lose  its  power, 


,  Till  all  the  ransomed  Church  of  God 
I      Be  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 
j  4.  E'er  since  by  faith  I  saw  the  stream 
1      Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 

And  shall  be  till  I  die. 
5.  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I'll  sing  thy  power  to  save ; 
"When  this  poor  lisping,  stamm'ring  tongue 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 


NO.  163.  THE  BIBLE. 
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The  Bible  I  the  Bible !  more  precious  than  gold, 
The  hopes  and  the  glories  its  pages  unfold  ; 
It  speaks  of  a  Sa\-iour,  and  tells  of  his  love  ; 
It  shows  us  the  way  to  the  mansions  above. 
The  Bible  !  the  Bible!  blest  volume  of  truth, 
How  sweetly  it  smiles  on  the  season  of  youth  ! 
It  bids  us  seek  early  the  pearl  of  gi'eat  piice, 
Eie  th'  heait  is  enslaved  in  the  bondage  of  vice. 

The  Bible  !  the  Bible !  we  hail  it  with  joy, 
Its  truths  and  its  glories  our  tongues  shall  employ; 
"We'll  sing  of  its  triumphs,  we'll  tell  of  its  worth, 
And  send  its  glad  tidings  afar  o'er  the  earth. 
The  Bible  \  the  Bible !  the  valleys  shall  ring. 
And  hiU-tops  re-echo  the  notes  that  we  sing ; 
Our  banners,  inscribed  with  its  precepts  and  rules. 
Shall  long  wave  in  triumph,  the  joy  of  our  scLools. 


1^0.  164.  THE  LORD  IS  MY  SHEPHERD. 
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1.  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  how  happy  am  I, 
How  tender  and  watchful  my  wants  to  supply  : 
He  daily  proA-ides  me  with  raiment  and  food ; 
"NMiate'er  he  denies  me  is  meant  for  my  good. 

2.  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  then  I  must  obey 

His  gracious  commandments,  and  walk  in  his  way  ; 
His  fear  he  will  teach  me,  my  heart  he'll  renew, 
And  though  I'm  so  sinful,  my  sins  he'll  subdue. 

3.  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  how  happy  am  I  ! 
I'm  blest  while  I  live,  and  am  blest  when  I  die  ; 
In  death's  gloomy  valley  no  evil  111  dread, 

For  "  I  will  be  with  thee,"  my  Shepherd  hath  said. 

The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  I'll  sing  with  delight, 
Till  call'd  to  adore  him  in  regions  of  light ; 
Then  praise  him  with  angels  on  bright  harps  of  gold, 
And  ever  and  ever  his  glory  behold. 


165.  THE  SANDS  OF  TIME. 


166.  ASHAMED  TO  BE. 


The    sands  of    time  are      sink-ing;    The    dawn  of    hea-ven    breaks;      The 


165.  FIRST  HYMN. 

The  sands  of  time  are  sinking ; 

Tlie  dawn  of  heaven  breaks  ; 
The  summer  morn  I've  sighed  for, 

The  fair  sweet  morn  awakes  : 
Dark,  dark  liath  heen  the  midnight, 

But  dayspring  is  at  hand ; 
And  glor}-,  glory  dwelleth 

lu  Immanuel's  land. 
Oh.  Christ  he  is  the  fountain. 

The  deep  sweet  well  of  love  ! 
The  streams  on  earth  I've  tasted, 

More  deep  I'll  drink  above ; 
There,  to  an  ocean  fulness, 

His  mercy  doth  expand; 
And  glorj',  glory  dwelleth 

In  Immanuel's  land. 
Oh,  I  am  my  beloved's, 

And  my  beloved's  mine  I 
He  brings  a  poor  vile  sinner 

Into  his  "house  of  wine." 
I  stand  upon  his  merit ; 

I  know  no  safer  stand ; 
Not  e'en  where  gloiy  dwelleth. 

In  Immanuel's  land. 


166.  SECOND  HYMN. 

1.  Ashamed  to  be  a  Christian, 

Afraid  the  world  should  know 
I'm  on  my  way  to  Zion, 

'S^'here  joys  eternal  flow  I 
Forbid  it,  O,  my  Saviour, 

That  I  should  ever  be 
Afraid  to  wear  thy  colour. 

Or  blush  to  follow  thee. 

2.  Ashamed  to  be  a  Christian, 

To  love  my  God  and  King  I 
The  fire  of  zeal  is  burning, 

3Iy  soul  is  on  the  wing. 
I  want  a  faith  made  perfect, 

That  all  the  world  may  see, 
I  .stand  a  living  witness 

Of  mercy,  rich  and  free. 

3.  Ashamed  to  be  a  Christian  I 

ISfy  guilty  fear  depart ; 
I  will  not  heed  the  tempter 

That  whispers  to  mj*  heart. 
Dear  Sa\'iour,  though  unworthy. 

Yet  tMs  my  only  plea. 
Thy  all-atoning  merit. 

For  thou  hast  died  for  me. 


NO.  167.  THERE  IS  A  BETTER  WORLD. 
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1 .  There  is  a  better  world,  they  say, — 

Oh,  so  bright ! 
"S^Tiere  sin  and  woe  are  done  away, 

Oh,  so  bright ! 
And  music  fills  the  balmy  air, 
And  angels  bright  and  pure  are  there, 
And  harjjs  of  gold  and  mansions  fair, 
Oh,  so  bright !  Oh,  so  bright ! 


2.  No  clouds  e'er  pass  along  its  sky, 

Happy  land ! 
No  tear-drop  glistens  in  the  eye, 

Happy  land! 
They  drink  the  gushing  streams  of  gi-ace, 
And  gaze  upon  the  Saviour's  face, 
"Whose  brightness  fills  the  holy  place. 
Happy  land !  Happy  land  I 


3.  Though  we  are  sinners  eveiy  one, 

Jesus  died  ! 
And  though  our  crown*of  peace  is  gone, 
Jesus  died  I 
AVe  may  he  cleansed  from  evei-y  stain, 
"We  may  be  ci  nwn'd  with  peace  again, 
And  in  that  land  of  pleasure  reign. 

Jesus  died  !  Jesus  died  ! 


NO.  168.  THERE  IS  A  HOME. 
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1.  There  is  a  home  where  all  is  bright, 

Far  away,  far  away; 
There  is  no  dark  and  stonny  night. 

Far  away,  far  away; 
For  Jesus  said,  I  will  prepare 
The  child  of  God  a  mansion  fair ; 
Oh,  may  I  have  a  dwelling  there, 

Far  away,  far  away. 

2.  Then  let  the  storm  be  wild  and  long, 

Jesus  loves ;  Jesus  loves ; 
And  this  shall  be  my  daily  song, 
Jesus  loves;  Jesus  loves; 


I  '  He  loves,  he  loves ;  I  know,  I  feel, 
Young  as  I  am,  he  loves  me  still ; 
Oh,  may  I  do  his  blessed  A^ill; 

i  Jesus  loves ;  Jesus  loves. 

3.  And  then  at  home  I  soon  shall  be, 
.  Far  away,  far  away  ; 

i       From  care  and  pain  shall  soon  be  free, 
i  Far  away,  far  away; 

;       For  tears  of  grief  are  never  known 

In  that  bright  world  I  call  my  own ; 

And  swiftly  I  am  passing  on, 
'  Far  away,  far  away. 


NO.  169.  THERE'S  A  FRIEND  FOR  LITTLE  CHILDREN. 
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1.  There's  a  friend  for  little  children 

Above  the  bright  blue  sky, 

A  friend  that  never  changes, 

^Miose  love  \\iVL  never  die. 

2.  There's  a  rest  for  little  children, 

Above  the  bri^'ht  blue  sky, 
'\Vho  love  the  blessed  Saviour 
And  to  His  Father  cry. 


3.  There's  a  home  for  little  children, 

Above  the  bright  blue  sky, 
"Where  Jesus  reigns  in  glory, 
A  home  of  peace  and  joy. 

4.  There's  a  crown  for  little  children, 

Above  the  bright  blue  sky, 
And  all  who  look  to  Jesus 
Shall  wear  it  by-and-by. 


5.  A  crown  of  brightest  glory, 
"Which  he  shall  sure  bestow 
On  all  who  love  the  Sa^•iour, 
And  walk  with  him  below. 


NO.  170.  TO  THEE,  0  GOD,  WE  OFFER. 
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To  thee,  O  God,  we  offer 

Our  joyful  songs  of  praise; 
To  thee,  the  bounteous  giver, 

And  guardian  of  our  days  : 
Again  we  meet  to  thank  thee, 

To  raise  our  ev'ning  pray'r ; 
Our  hearts  are  fdl'd  with  gladness 

For  thy  naost  tender  care. 

Guard  thou  the  young,  we  pray  thee, 

From  sin  and  error's  ways ; 
Show  them  the  path  of  duty, 

And  guide  through  future  days ; 
May  youth  and  age  so  serve  thee, 

Thou  God  of  watcliful  love; 
.That  they,  when  life  is  ended, 

May  dwell  with  thee  above. 
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NO.  171.  THEY  ARE  BLESS'D. 
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i.  They  are  bless'd,  and  bless'd  for  ever, 
AVho  in  childhood's  early  day 
Seek  the  care  of  Him,  who  never 
Turns  tlie  seeking  soul  away. 
/  lore  Jesus,  etc. 

2.  They,  the  world's  temptations  scorning 
Follow  after  Christ  the  Lord, 
"Who.  in  youth's  delightful  morning, 
Yield  themselves  unto  the  Lord. 
/  love  Jesus,  d-c. 


3.  He,  their  Shepherd  and  their  Savioui*, 

AVill  with  eyes  of  love  behold, 
And  regard  with  kindest  favour, 
Every  lamb  A^dthin  his  fold. 
/  love  Jesus,  ct-c. 

4.  He  will  in  his  bosom  cheiish 

Those  who  follow  his  commands; 
They  shall  never,  never  perish, 
None  shall  pluck  them  from  his  hands. 
/  love  Jesus,  dr. 


NO.  172.  THERE  IS  A  HAPPY  LAND. 


m^^s 


m^^M^^^ 


glo  -  IT  stand.  Bright  bright,  as     clav, 


*^^ 


Oh,  bow  they   sweet -ly  sing,  Worth  v     ia    our 

i     ^    .      ...       ^    N  N 


w^mmm 


mm 


Sa  -  viour  king 


There  is  a  happy  land, 

Far,  fai  away, 
"WTiere  saints  in  glory  stand. 

Bright,  bright  as  day. 
Oh,  how  they  sweetly  sing, 

Worthy  is  our  Saviour  king  : 
Loud  let  his  praises  ring — 

Praise,  praise  for  aye. 


2.  Come  to  this  happy  land, 

Come,  come  away. 
AVhv  -ttiU  ve  doubting  stand  ? — 

Why  still  delay? 
Oh,  we  shall  happy  be, 

When  from  sin  and  sorrow  free, 
Lord,  we  shall  live  -wdth  thee? 

Blest,  blest  for  aye. 


Bright  in  that  happy  land 

Beams  every  eye — 
Kept  by  a  Father's  hand, 

Love  cannot  die. 
On  then  to  glory  run ; 

Be  a  crown  and  kingdom  won  : 
And  bright  above  the  sun 

Reign,  reign  for  aye. 


NO.  173.  THERE  IS  A  LAND. 
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1.  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight 

AMiere  saints  immortal  reign, 
Inlinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

Come,  children,  march  to  Emmanuel's  ground, 

For  soon  we'll  hear  the  trumpet's  sound; 

And  then  we  shall  with  Jesus  reign. 

And  never,  never  part  again. 

2.  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never-with'ring  flowers : 
Death,  like  a  narrow  stream,  di^'ides 
That  happy  land  from  ours.  — Co/«f,  <£•& 

3.  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood. 

Stand  dress'd  in  living  green. 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 

"VMiile  Jordan  roll'd  between.  — Co?>?e,  d:c. 

A.  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood. 
And  view  the  landscape  o'er, 
Not  Jordan's  streams,  nor  death's  cold  flood, 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. — Come,  dr. 
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NO.  174.  THINE  FOR  EVER! 
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1.  Thine  for  ever !  God  of  love 
Hear  lis  from  thy  throne  above ; 
Thine  for  ever  may  we  be, 
Here  and  in  eternity. 

2.  Thine  for  ever !  Lord  of  life 
Shield  us  through  our  earthly  strife ; 
Thou  the  Life,  the  Truth,  the  AVay, 
Guide  us  to  the  realms  of  day. 

3.  Thine  for  ever !  oh,  how  blest 
They  who  find  in  thee  their  rest ; 


Saviour,  guardian,  heavenly  friend, 
O  defend  us  to  the  end. 
Tliine  for  ever !  Saviour  keep 
L's  thy  frail  and  trembling  sheep  j 
Safe  alone  beneath  thy  care, 
Let  us  ail  thy  goodness  share. 
Thine  for  ever!  Thou  our  guide, 
All  our  wants  by  thee  supplied. 
All  our  sins  by  thee  forgiven. 
Lead  us.  Lord,  from  earth  to  heaven. 


NO.  175.  'TWAS  JESUS,  MY  SAVIOUR. 
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1.  'Twas  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  who  died  on  the  tree, 
To  open  a  fountain  for  sinners  like  me ; 

His  blood  is  the  fountain  that  pardon  bestows, 
And  cleanses  the  foulest  Avherever  it  flows. 

For  the  Lionof  Judah  shall  break  ev'ry  chain. 
And  give  us  the  vict'ry  again  and  again. 

2.  And  when  I  was  willing  with  all  things  to  part, 
He  gave  me  his  bounty,  his  love  in  my  heart ; 
So  now  I  am  joined  A\-ith  the  conquering  band, 

"Who  are  marching  to  glory  at  Jesus'  command. ---i^o?',  etc. 

3.  Though  round  me  the  storms  of  adversity  roll, 
And  the  waves  of  destruction  encomi)ass  my  soul, 
In  vain  this  frail  vessel  the  tempest  shall  toss. 

My  hopes  rest  secure  on  the  blood  of  the  cross. — For,  d:c. 

4.  And  when  the  last  trumpet  of  judgment  shall  sound, 
And  wake  all  the  nations  that  sleep  in  the  ground. 
Then,  when  heaven  and  earth  shall  be  melting  away, 
I'll  sing  of  the  blood  of  the  cross  in  that  day. — For,  dx. 


NO.  ITPd.  there  is  LIFE  FOR  A  LOOK. 


Hr^- 


look    at     the 


There  is      life    for 


■ii^  '^  ^1      ^  »^  r  ^  1^ 

cru  -  ci  -  tic'l  one,  There  is     life  at  this 


gii 


^^^ 


■f- 


^^T^^ 


-- T-=  Vi 1 S— S-^ ! ^-1 ^ >-H  -n >—  —I 


mo  -  meat  for     thee, 

N  I 


Then        look  sin-ner  look  un  -  to        liim  and    be  sav'd,   Un  -  to 


jzczj: 


1  ^    ,     ^ 

him  who  was  nail'd  to      the 


-H : 1 — n —  • ^H 


, 1 1 B_^^_  ±_, — m. — K — j_, 


life  for   a  look   at    tli? 
±ZRZ 


-^— in*- 


-^E^ 


ci  -  fieri  one.  There  is 

w. 


life  at   this  moment  for    thee. 


^-^ 


■nfZTI&Z 


nil 


-#— • 


1.  There  is  life  for  a  look  at  the  crucified  one, 
There  is  life  at  tliis  niomeut  for  thee, 

Then  look,  sinner,  look  unto  him  and  be  sav'd. 
Unto  him  who  was  nail'd  to  the  tree. 
Look  I  look  !  look  and  live  ! 
Tiiere  is  life  for  a  look  at  the  cnicifiedone. 
There  is  life  at  this  moment  for  thee. 

2.  Oh  why  was  he  there  as  the  bearer  of  sin, 

If  on  Jesus  thy  guilt  was  not  laid?         [blood. 

Oh  why,  from  his  side,  flowed  the  sin  cleansius; 

If  his  dying  thy  debt  has  not  paid?— Look,  dc. 


3.  It  is  not  tliy  tears  of  repentance,  and  prayeis. 
But  the  blood  that  atones  for  thy  soul. 

On  him,  then,  who  shed  it,  thou  mayest  at  ouce 
Thy  weight  of  iniquities  roll.— loot,  tCc. 

4.  Then  take  with  rejoicinc:  from  .Tesus  at  once. 
The  life  everlasting  he  gives. 

And  know,  with  assurance,  thou  never  canst  die, 
Since  Jesus  thy  righteousness  lives.— LooA-,4o. 


NO.  177.  TO  US  A  CHILD  OF  HOPE  IS  BORN, 


To 

1 

.  us     a  Cliild  of 

boi^e     is    born : 

To 

J- 

us     a      Sou    is 

V.    s  /    s 

gir'n; 

^^^ 

#    •    p — • — 

-^ y 

'- p-- 

1 

^-t-T^ 

1 

h     ^^-^ 

Lj^JJ 

-N — ! — n- 


i 


Him       shall    the  tribes  of 

^     ^ .  ^  ^  ^ 


earth 


^:zti 


bev. 


Him 


aU     the  ho.>ts  of       heav'n. 

1    ^  ^  r*    1 
0.-0-  #  #    -# . 


ZBZZE 


I 


h     ^ 


^3^ 


I 


Hiin  shall  the    tribes 


m 


of  eanh   0 

I      >  ^ 


bey, 


, ^ 


Him  all 


^-Si 


the 


I 

hosts   of    heav'n. 

i      !         ^ 


i^ 


1.  To  us  a  Child  of  hope  is  born : 

To  us  a  Son  is  giv'n ; 
Him  shall  the  tribes  of  earth  obey, 
Him  all  the  hosts  of  heav'n. 

2.  His  name  shall  be  the  Prince  of  Peace, 

For  evermoi-e  adored. 
The  "Wonderful,  the  Counsellor, 
The  great  and  mighty  Lord. 

3.  His  pow'r  increasing  still  shall  spread. 

His  reign  no  end  shall  know; 
Justice  shall  guard  his  throne  above, 
And  i:)eace  abound  below. 


NO.  178.  THOUGH  OFTEN  HERE  WE'RE  WEARY. 
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1.  Though  often  here  we're  weary, 

There  is  sweet  rest  above, 
A  rest  that  is  eternal, 

^^'^le^e  all  is  peace  and  love. 
Oh,  let  us  then  press  forward. 

That  glorious  rest  to  gain  ; 
We'll  soon  be  free  from  sorrow. 

From  toil,  and  care,  and  pain. 
There  is  sweet  rest  in  heaven. 

2.  Our  Saviour  will  be  with  us. 

Even  to  our  journey's  end  . 
In  every  sore  affliction 
His  present  help  to  lend. 


He  never  will  grow  weary, 

Though  often  we  request 
He'll  give  us  grace  to  conquer, 

And  take  us  home  to  rest. 

There  is  sweet  rest  in  heaven. 
All  glory  to  the  Father, 

Who  gives  us  every  good ; 
All  glorj'  be  to  Jesus, 

Who  bought  lis  with  his  blood. 
And  glory  to  the  Spirit, 

Who  keeps  us  to  the  end. 
To  the  Triune  God  be  glory, 

The  sinner's  only  friend. 

There  is  sweet  rest  in  heaven. 


NO.  179.  WE  SING  OF  THE  REALMS. 


We      sing  of    the  realms  of  the  blest,  That  coun-try  so    bright  and  so       fair 


^H 


wm^ 


And     oft  aie  its 


I  f''^ 


2£ 


a=J: 


J±^ 


;lo  -  ries     con  -  fess'd ;  But    what  will  it 


be      to    be     there ! 


s^ 


— T 


T-§ 


^—< 

^ 

1      ^   1 

r> 

/ 

^  . 

^    ' 

^t 

'  ■  1 

— ' 

m  .  '    m 

m  g 

« 

I 

^  • 

r:>  • 

rj 

# 

m  '   m    B 

0      * 

rj 

\ 

> 

P         ^     ' 

There ! 
1. 

there ! 

A. 

\            \ 
there !          Oh ! 

-4     r^ 

1        ^    1 

what     will    it 

S 

-•;  •  ^  It 

be 

j        j 
to     be 

there ! 
1 

'        ; 

1 

1             i          i 

«           '      ' 



1 

1 

1             >       1 

\ 

. 

1 — 1 1 J 

1      CJ     1 

1.  "We  sing  of  the  realms  of  the  blest, 

That  country  so  bright  and  so  fair; 
And  oft  are  its  glories  confess'd  ; 

But  what  will  it  be  to  be  there  ! 
There  !  there  !  there  1 
Oh  !  what  will  it  be  to  be  there  I 

2.  We  speak  of  its  freedom  from  sin, 

From  sorrow,  temirtation,  and  care. 
From  trials,  without  and  within  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  !—  There,  dr. 

o.  "We  speak  of  its  service  of  love, 

The  robes  which  the  glorified  wear, 
The  church  of  the  first-born  above  ; 

But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ! — Tlure,  (f;c. 

4.  Do  thou.  Lord,  'midst  pleasure  or  woe, 
For  heaven  our  spirits  prepare  ; 
And  shortly  we  also  shall  know 

And  feel  what  it  is  to  be  there.  —TAcrc,  dc. 
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1.  We  bring  no  glittering  treasures. 

No  gems  from  earth's  deep  mine; 
"We  come  with  simple  measures, 

To  chant  GofVs  love  fli%'ine, 
Cliildren  his  favours  sharing, 

Their  voice  of  thanks  would  raise : 
Father,  accept  our  offering, 

Our  song  of  grateful  praise! 

2.  Tlie  dearest  gift  of  heaven, 

Love's  ^vritten  word  of  truth, 
To  us  is  early  given, 
To  guide  our  steps  in  youth : 


"We  hear  the  wondrous  stoiy, 

The  tale  of  Calvary; 
"^^""6  read  of  homes  in  glory, 

From  sin  and  sorrow  free. 
Eedeemer  !  grant  thy  blessing  I 

Oh  I  hear  us  wliile  we  pray, 
That  each  thy  fear  possessing, 

IVIay  tread  life's  onward  way. 
Then  where  the  pure  are  dwelling, 

"We  hope  to  meet  again, 
And  sweeter  numbers  swelling, 

For  ever  pi-aise  thy  name. 
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NO.  181.  WHO  IS  HE? 
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1.  TVlio  is  he  in  yonder  stall, 

At  whose  feet  the  shepherds  fall, 
Tis  the  Lord,  O  wondrous  story, 
'Tis  the  Lord,  the  king  of  glory, 
At  his  feet  we  humbly  faU, 
Crown  him,  crown  him,  Lord  of  all. 

2.  "Who  is  he  in  yonder  cot. 
Bending  to  his  toilsome  lot  ? 

'Tis  the  Lord,  d-c. 

3.  AYlio  is  he  in  deep  distress, 
Fasting  in  the  wilderness? 

'Tis  the  Lord,  H.-c. 

4.  \Mio  is  he  who  stands  and  weeps 
At  the  grave  where  Laz'rus  sleeps? 

'Tis  the  Lord,  <L-c. 


o.  Lo !  at  midnight,  who  is  he 
Prays  in  dark  Gethsemane? 

'Tis  the  Lord,  d:c. 

G.  "Who  is  he  in  Calv'ry's  throes 
'       Asks  for  blessings  on  his  foes? 

'Tis  the  Lord,  d-c. 

7.  "WTio  is  he  that,  from  the  grave. 
Comes  to  heal,  and  heli?,  and  save! 

'Tis  the  Lord,  d-c 

8.  Who  is  he  that  on  yon  throne 
Rules  the  world  of  light  alone? 

'Tis  the  Lord,  dc 
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1.  TTlien  mothers  of  Salem  their  children  brought  to  Jesus, 
The  stem  disciples  drove  them  back,  and  bade  them  depart ; 

But  Jesus  saw  them  ere  they  fled,  and  sweetly  smiled  and  kindly  said, 
"  Suffer  little  childi-en  to  come  unto  me !  " 

2.  For  I  wiU  receive  them,  and  fold  them  in  my  bosom  : 

I'll  be  a  Shepherd  to  these  lambs,  oh!  drive  them  not  away. 
For  if  their  hearts  to  me  they  give,  they  shall  with  me  in  glory  live ; 
"Suffer  little  children  to  come  unto  me  I " 

.3.  How  kind  was  our  Saviour  to  bid  these  children  welcome, 
But  there  are  many  thousands  who  have  never  heard  his  name  ; 
The  Bible  they  have  never  read,  they  know  not  that  the  Saviour  said, 
"  Suffer  little  children  to  come  unto  me  !  " 

4.  Oh  !  soon  may  the  heathen,  of  every  tribe  and  nation. 
Fulfil  thy  blessed  AVord,  and  cast  their  idols  aU  away! 
Oh  !  shine  upon  them  from  above,  and  show  thyself  a  God  of  love, 
Teach  the  little  children  to  come  unto  thee  ! 


^ 


NO.  183.  WHEN  SORE  AFFLICTIONS. 
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1.  "When  sore  auctions  crush  the  soul, 
And  riv'n  is  every  earthly  tie, 
The  heart  must  cling  to  God  alone- 
He  wipes  the  tear  from  every  ej^e. 
Through  wakeful  nights,  when,  rack'd 
with  pain, 
On  bed  of  languishing  you  lie. 
Remember  still  that  God  is  near ; 
He  mpes  the  tear  from  every  eye. 


'        III 

2.  A  few  short  years,  and  all  is  o'er  ; 

Your  sorrow,  pain,  will  soon  pass  by; 
Tlien  lean  in  faith  on  God's  dear  Son ; 

He  wipes  the  tear  from  every  eye. 
Oh!  never  be  your  soul  cast  down, 

Xor  let  your  heart  desponding  sigh; 
Assured  that  God,  whose  name  is  Love, 

"Will  wipe  the  tear  from  every  eye. 


NO.  184.  WHEN  THE  SABBATH  BELL  IS  RINGING. 
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1.  "When  the  Sabbath  bell  is  ringing, 

Let  us  come  -R-ithotit  delay ; 
And  unite  with  thousands  singing, 
In  their  Sunday  schools  to-day. 
Hail,  hail,  this  happy  day. 

2.  These  are  happy  hours  of  meeting, 

"When  we  hear  the  voice  of  prayer ; 
But  these  hours  are  short  and  fleeting: 
Let  \is  then  be  earnest  there. 

Hail,  d'c. 

3.  Here  the  blessed  gospel  shows  us. 

All  its  precious  stores  of  truth; 
And  the  Holy  Spirit  woos  us 
From  transgression  in  our  youth. 
Hail,  <i-c. 

4.  "\Mien  the  Sabbath  bell  is  ringing, 

Let  us  to  the  school  repair. 

That  we  may  unite  in  singing. 

And  together  join  in  prayer. 

Hail,  <i-c. 
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NO.  185.  WHEN  THIS  PASSING  WORLD. 
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"\l\Tien  this  passing  world  is  done, 
"\^Tien  has  sunk  yon  glorious  sun , 
A\Tien  we  stand  ^\-ith  Christ  above, 
Kansom'd  by  redeeming  love  ; 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fvdly  know — 
Not  till  then— how  much  I  owe. 
"VMien  I  stand  before  the  throne 
Dress'd  in  beauty  not  my  own, 
'\\Tien  I  see  thee  as  thou  art, 
Love  thee  with  unsinning  heart ; 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know — 
Not  till  then — how  much  I  owe, 
Ev'n  on  earth,  as  through  a  glass, 
Darkly,  let  thy  glory  pass  ; 
!^Iake  forgiveness  feel  so  sweet ; 
^Like  thy  Spirit's  help  so  meet : 
Ev"n  on  earth.  Lord,  make  me  know 
Something  of  how  much  I  owe. 
Chosen  not  for  good  in  me, 
AVaken'd  up  from  wrath  to  flee. 
Hidden  in  the  Savour's  side. 
By  the  Spirit  sanctified  : 
Teach  me,  Lord,  on  earth  to  show. 
By  my  love,  how  much  I  owe. 
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NO.  186.  WE  ARE  WAITING  BY  THE  RIVER. 
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1.  A'S  e  are  waiting  by  the  river, 

■\Ve  are  watching  on  the  shore, 
Only  waiting  for  the  angel, 
Till  he  come  to  bear  us  o'er. 

2.  There  is  darkness  o'er  the  river, 

And  its  billows  loudly  roar. 
Yet  the  music  of  the  angels 
Cheers  us  from  the  other  shore. 

3.  And  the  city,  bright  with  glory. 

How  its  splendour  charms  the  eye  ! 
Though  we  view  it  from  a  distance, 
"SVe  shall  reach  it  by-and-by. 


4.  He  has  taken  many  a  loved  one, 

We  have  seen  tliem  leave  our  side, 
"With  our  Saviour  we  shall  meet  them. 
When  we  crosg  the  rolling  tide, 
o.  Through  the  lonely  vale  of  shadows, 
V.Tien  in  triumph  we  have  passed, 
In  the  happy  land  of  promise, 
We  shall  meet  our  friends  at  last 
6.  We  are  waiting  by  the  river. 
We  are  watching  on  the  shore, 
Only  waiting  for  tlie  angel. 
Till  he  come  to  bear  us  o'er. 


NO.  187.  WHITHER,  PILGRIMS,  ARE  YOU  GOING. 
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1.  Whitlier.  pilgrims,  are  you  going, 

Going  each  with  staff  in  hand'/ 
AVe  are  going  on  a  journey. 

Going  at  our  king's  command. 
Over  hills,  and  plains,  and  valleys, 
"NVe  are  going  to  his  palace, 

Going  to  the  better  laud. 

2.  Fear  ye  not  the  way  so  lonely, 

You  a  little,  feeble  band? 
No,  for  friends,  unseen,  are  near  us. 

Holy  angels  round  us  stand. 
Christ,  our  leader,  walks  beside  us, 
He  will  guard  and  he  will  guide  us, 

Guide  us  to  that  better  land. 


3  Tell  me,  pilgrims,  what  you  hope  for 
In  that  far-off,  better  land  ? 
Spotless  robes  and  croAvns  of  glory 

From  a  Sa\'iour"s  loving  hand. 
We  shall  drink  of  life's  clear  river, 
AVe  shall  dwell  with  God  for  ever, 
In  that  bright,  that  better  land. 

4.  Pilgrims,  may  we  travel  with  you 
To  that  bright  and  better  land  . 
Come  and  welcome,  come  and  welcome, 

"Welcome  to  our  pilgrim  band. 
Come,  O  come,  and  do  not  leave  us, 
Christ  is  waiting  to  receive  us, 
In  that  bright,  that  better  land. 


NO.  188.  WHO  HATH  BELIEVED? 
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1.  Wlio  hath  believed?  ^Tio  hath  believed? 

To  wliom  is  thine  ami,  Lord,  revealed  ? 
The  Messiah  came  to  earth, 
But  so  lowly  was  his  birth, 

That  his  majesty  from  man  was  conceard. 

Blessed  Jesus :  kind  Jesus  I  the  meek,  lowly  Jesus! 

NV  e  bless  him  for  all  he  has  done. 


2.  He  was  afflicted — He  was  afflicted ; 

On  him  lay  the  sins  of  us  all : 
As  a  lamb  to  slaughter  led, 
So  the  lowly  Sa^-iour  bled, 

To  redeem  us  from  tlie  curse  of  the  fall. 

Blessed  Jesus!  kind.Tesus!  the  meek,  lowly  Jesus! 

We  bless  him  for  all  he  has  done. 


3.  He  has  ascended — He  has  ascended, 
And  now  sits  enthroned  in  the  sky ; 

But  hell  come  again  to  bear 

All  his  lowly  i^eople  there, 
And  they'll  reign  as  kings  with  Jesus  on  high. 
Blessed  Jesus !  kind  Jesus  !  the  meek,  lowly  Jesus ! 
Tbey'U  leign  as  kings  with  Jesus  on  high. 
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There  i3  none  like     Je-siis;     He  is  near  thee;  He  will  cheer  thee  On- Ij' trust  in     Je-sus. 
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1.  "Wliy  weepest  tliou? 
"Whom  seekest  thou? 

Oh,  Avouldst  thou  see  our  Jesus? 
Behold  him  near, 
He  marks  each  tear, 
Our  blessed,  loving  Jesus. 
O,  believe  him ; 
O,  receive  him — 
There  is  none  like  .Tesus ; 
He  is  near  thee ; 
He  \vill  cheer  thee— 
Only  ti-ust  in  Jesus. 

2.  "Wliy  weepest  thou, 
And  seekest  thou, 

"With  doubting  and  repining  ? 

(),  lift  thine  eye  I 

Thoa  shalt  descry 
His  presence,  near  thee,  sliining. 
O,  believe,  d:r. 


3.  Believe  him  now ; 
Receive  him  now ; 

Look  up,  with  faith  and  meekness. 

To  Jesus'  blood, 

"S'Miich  freely  flowed 
For  aU  thy  sin  and  weakness. 

0,  believe,  d-c. 

4.  Believest  thou? 
Cease  weeping  now— 

Thy  soul  he  will  deliver ; 

The  cross  he  bore ; 

Our  sins  he  wore. 
And  nailed  them  there  for  ever. 

0,  beliere,  die. 
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1.  TTho  are  these  like  stars  ajjpearing, 

These,  before  God's  throne  who  stand? 
Each  a  golden  crown  is  wearing. 
"V\1io  are  all  this  glorious  band? 
Hallelujah  I  hark  they  sing, 
Praising  loud  their  heavenly  king. 

2. "Who  are  these  in  dazzling  brightness-, 
Clothed  in  God's  own  righteousness. 
These,  whose  robes  of  purest  whiteness 
Yet  their  lustre  still  possess, 

Still  untouched  by  time's  rude  hand. 
^^Tience  comes  all  this  glorious  band? 

3.  These  are  they  who  have  contended 

For  their  Saviour's  honour  long, 
"Wrestling  on  till  life  was  ended, 

Following  not  the  sinful  throng ; 
These,  who  well  the  fight  sustained, 
Triumph  by  the  Lamb  have  gained. 

4.  These  are  they  whose  hearts  were  riven, 

Sore  with  woe  and  anguish  tried, 
Who  in  prayer  full  oft  have  striven 
"With  the  God  they  glorified  ; 

They,  their  painful  confl.ict  o'ei', 

Joy  in  Jesus  evermore. 
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1 ,  "We  have  no  home  hut  heaven ;  a  pilgiim's  garb  we  wear, 

Our  i:)ath  is  mark"cl  by  changes,  and  strew'd  ^Yith  many  a  care: 
Surrounded  with  temptation,  by  varied  ills  oppress'd ; 
Each  day's  experience  warns  us  that  this  is  not  our  rest. 

2.  VTe  have  no  home  but  heaven;  then  wherefore  seek  one  here? 
AMiy  murmur  at  privation,  or  grieve  when  trouble's  near? 

It  is  but  for  a  season  that  we  as  strangers  roam, 

And  strangers  must  not  look  for  the  comforts  of  a  borne. 

3  We  have  no  home  but  heaven  ;  we  need  no  home  beside  ; 
O  God,  our  Friend  and  Father,  our  footsteps  thither  guide. 
Unfold  to  us  its  glory ;  prepare  us  for  its  joy. 
Its  pure  and  perfect  friendship,  its  angel-like  emj^loy. 

4.  We  have  a  home  in  heaven ;  how  cheering  is  the  thought, 

How  bright  the  expectations  which  God's  own  word  has  taught ; 
AVith  eager  hearts  we  hasten,  the  promised  bliss  to  share; 
We  have  no  home  but  heaven ;  oh  would  that  we  were  there  1 
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Lord        most  high. 
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To        Fa-ther,  Son,  and      Ho  -  ly    Ghost,  The     God  whom   we      a  -  dore ; 
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NO.  196.  HALLELUJAH. 
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NO.  198.  DISMISSION. 


I'll    I  r^i  I  '  1 


Xow,   Sa-viour,  bless  us     from  on    liigh;     In-  fuse  thy    love  and    fear; 
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The     pre  -  cious     truths  we  hear. 


1.  Now,  Saviour,  bless  us  from  on  liigb  ;  j2.  And  as  successively  we  quit 
Infuse  thy  love  and  fear ;  This  earthly  dying  frame, 

And  let  our  lives  exemplify  iMay  others  liere  before  thee  meet. 

The  precious  truths  we  hear.  '  To  bless  thy  sacred  name ! 


NO.  199.  DISMISSION. 


May      the  great  truths  we    here  have  heard.  The     les  -  sons  of     thy     ho  -  ly  word 
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1.  ]\ray  the  great  truths  we  here  have  heard, 
The  lessons  of  thy  holy  word, 

Dwell  in  our  inmost  bosoms  deep, 
And  all  our  souls  from  errors  keep. 

2.  O  may  the  influence  of  this  day 
Long  as  our  memory  with  lis  stay ; 
And  as  an  angel  guardian  prove, 
To  guide  us  to  our  home  above. 
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And   hear    the  Judge  pro-nounce   our  name.  With  bless  -  ings     on         our     head. 
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